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GINNY GORDON 
and the 
Disappearing Candlesticks 


There was no doubt about it, two of 
the four silver candlesticks were gone! 
Yet Ginny Gordon was certain she had 
locked the door before she left the 
Swap Shop. Anyway who would have 
wanted those tarnished candlesticks? 
And why had they taken only two of 
the four? 


The business of clearing up the mys- 
tery of the missing candlesticks, and 
at the same time running the Swap 
Shop, keeps every member of the 
Hustlers’ club busy, for in solving one 
mystery another is turned up. 

Julie Campbell, the author of this 
exciting story, is experienced in writing 
for young readers, and she has com- 
bined in this story just the right 
amounts of mystery, suspense, and fun 
to hold the reader’s attention from the 
first to the last page. 
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“We've Got to Do Something.” 


GINNY GORDON 
and the 
Mystery of the Disappearing Candlesticks 


CHAPTER ONE 


THE SWAP SHOP 


“This year,’ Ginny said firmly, “we’ve got to 
make some money. What’s the good of having a club 
if we never have anything in the treasury?” 

It was one of those warm days in early September 
and the Hustlers, as they called: themselves, had 
gathered for their regular Friday after-school meet- 
ing on Ginny’s front porch. 

John Blaketon, the club president, ran his sensi- 
tive fingers through his thick black hair, 

“Here we go again,” he said with a laugh. “I can 
tell by the look in your big brown eyes, Ginny Gor- 
don, that you’ve got a plan. Let’s have the details 
and get it over with!” 

“Gleeps!”” Whiz Reilly clutched his red hair in 
mock horror. “Leave me out of it, puh-leeze! Last 
time Ginny had an idea we ended up almost going 
to jail.” 

“Oh, be quiet, Whiz,” his twin, Babs, said impa- 
tiently. ‘We did not almost go to jail. Anyway that 
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was ages ago when Ginny thought Mr. Shultze was 
a German spy and Mike caught us hiding in his 
office.” 

“Who’s Mike?” Lucy Tryon, a new member, 
asked, bewildered. “Do you mean the janitor of the 
Canton Building? And was Mr. Shultze really a spy?” 

“Yes and no,” John replied, smiling. “Yes, we are 
talking about Mike, the janitor. No, Mr. Shultze is 
not a spy. He is a very respected citizen, as Ginny 
knows very well.” 

“I didn’t know it then,” Ginny put in crossly. “He 
certainly did act suspicious, sneaking across the 
street to the bank after closing hours. I thought he 
might be setting a time bomb. I had no idea he was 
a certified public accountant.” 

Whiz whistled shrilly through his fingers. “She 
still insists he snuck when the correct word is 
tottered.” 

“I still don’t know what you're all talking about,” 
Lucy said plaintively. 

“I was in camp the summer it all happened,” 
John explained, “‘but it seems Ginny and my bril- 
liant cousins spent a good deal of time trailing Mr. 
Shultze who is a perfectly harmless gentleman with 
offices in the Canton Building. Every time he crossed 
Main Street to the ten-cent store or Shoemaker’s to 
make an innocent purchase, one of them lurked be- 
hind him. He couldn’t even go into the All Night 
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Grill for a’ cup of coffee without Ginny dodging 
around the entrance. It must have got on his nerves 
because I can’t believe any one of them wasn’t as 
conspicuous as a sore thumb.” 

Whiz grinned sheepishly. “It was Ginny’s idea to 
search his office though,” he said. ‘““Gleeps, was Mike 
ever mad when he found she’d swiped his keys! 
Threatened to report us to the police, remember?” 

“Oh, never mind.” Babs bounced up and down in 
the glider until her red-gold pigtails danced. “He 
didn’t tell anybody, Lucy. I want to hear what 
Ginny’s plan for making some money is.” 

“I do too,” agreed Lucy, who was Ginny’s best 
friend. 

“Spill it,” Whiz moaned. ‘“‘We might as well hear 
the worst now.” 

“Go ahead, Ginny,” John said. “And make some 
sense for once.” 

“Well,” Ginny began slowly, trying to control her 
habit of talking so fast nobody could ever under- 
stand her. “I thought we might have a swap shop. I 
read an article somewhere the other day about a 
man who made his fortune by swapping. He started 
out with nothing but a few fountain pens and ended 
up with jewels and a yacht and even an island some- 
where.” 

“I read that article too,” John said thoughtfully. 
“Tl bet this town is full of broken things which we 
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could repair and sell.” 

“Hey, that’s not bad! I really think you’ve got 
something, Ginny,” Whiz cried enthusiastically. 
“Everybody’s got old toasters, irons and even radios 
which we could fix up. I’ve been tinkering all sum- 
mer with a radio Dad gave me. I’m pretty sure I can 
make it work.” 

“It’s wonderful!” Babs cried and began to skip 
with delight. “Whiz is a wizard at fixing electrical 
stuff and Lucy sews divinely and John has a lot of 
cabinetmaking equipment at home and I can go 
from house to house asking people for things they 
don’t want any more.” 

‘““That’s the idea,’ Ginny said. “And we won’t 
need any capital because instead of paying people 
for stuff they turn in we can give them credit 
against other things in the shop they may want to 
buy.” 

“It makes a lot of sense,” John said slowly. 

“Let’s get going, gang,” .Whiz shouted. “Our 
grandmother’s attic is bulging with everything from 
a spinning wheel to crystal chandeliers.” 

“I know,” Ginny said. “My, Great Aunt Betsy’s 
carriage house is simply overflowing with junk. She 
never throws anything away.” 

“Now wait a minute, Whiz.” John grabbed his 
cousin’s arm. “Before you start canvassing the town 
we've got to find a shop. Have you thought about 
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that, Ginny?” 

Ginny tossed her mop of chestnut curls. “I have, 
indeed, Mr. President. In fact I’ve already made all 
arrangements.” 

John teased her with his eyes. “Without even con- 
sulting the other Hustlers?” 

Ginny flushed. ‘Well, I was so sure you’d all ap- 
prove and Mr. Shoemaker said we could have it free 
for the first month because he never uses it, on ac- 
count of it’s not connected with the store, except 
when he donates it to the Red Cross for their salvage 
drives and auctions and things.” 

As she stopped for breath, Lucy said, “What are 
you talking about, Ginny?” 

John laughed. “I think I can guess. You know that 
empty shop on Orchard Street just around the cor- 
ner from Shoemaker’s Department Store? Well, Dad 
told me that old Mr. Shoemaker started in business 
in that little shop, as a jeweler. We don’t remember 
him because we were only about five when he died, 
ten years ago. And after he died, his son, Bob Shoe- 
maker, opened the big department store.on Main 
Street. The little shop’s been empty ever since. 
That’s the place yen ‘re talking about, isn’t it, 
Ginny?” 

Ginny nodded and continued. “Mr. Shoemaker 
says that someday he plans to break down the wall 
between it and the big store, but since it’s so small 
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and he doesn’t really need another show window 
with a solid row of them on Main Street, he’s never 
got around to doing anything about it.” 

“I’ve heard people talking about that shop,” Lucy 
said with a little shiver. ‘“They say it’s:-haunted be- 
cause old Mr. Shoemaker died there one night and 
they didn’t discover his body until morning.” 

Whiz sprawled on the floor, howling with laugh- 
ter. ‘‘Lucy still believes in ghosts,” he teased. “Lucy 
still believes in ghosts.” ; 

“I do not,” Lucy said indignantly. “I just said 
that to explain maybe that’s why Mr. Shoemaker is 
letting us have it for nothing.” 

“That’s right,” Ginny said. ““He’s had a hard time 
trying to rent it on account of all those silly stories. 
Anyway, he’s only letting us have it rent free for the 
first month. After that we’ve got to pay him fifteen 
dollars in advance. But it’s a swell place with a little 
office in the back. And we can arrange things attrac- 
tively in the show window and bring in a lot of 
_business that way.” 

Babs was dancing. up and down, her coppery pig- 
tails flying. “It’s almost too good to be true and you 
can’t have any objections now, John. Please, let’s 
get started right away. Whiz’s fingers are itching to 
get going on that radio.” 

“I gather,” John said, pretending to be severe, 
“that the motion has been seconded and unanimous- 
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ly approved.” He laughed as the.twins dashed away 
like two puppies turned ‘out of doors after a long 
rainy morning. “Sometimes,” he said, “my cousins 
act like six-year olds instead of going-on-thirteen.” 
He turned to Ginny. “I suppose, Madam Secretary, 
that you have a key so we can lock up all the treas- 
ures they'll bring back?” 

With a little flourish Ginny produced a key from 
the pocket of her skirt. “The door’s not locked 
now,” she said. “It never is unless the Red Cross is 
using the shop.” 

“Well,” John said as he stood up and smoothed 
his dark hair back from his wide forehead. “I guess 
that takes care of everything but the electricity. 
We've got to have lights so we can keep the shop 
open evenings after school. I’d better go over to the 
electric company now and arrange to have the elec- 
tricity turned on.” 

“They're sure to want a five dollar deposit, John,” 
Ginny warned him and frowned. “But you can talk 
them into giving us a couple of weeks to earn the 
money.” 

“Tl try,” John said with his teasing grin. “But if 
I fail there’s nothing to worry about. You could talk 
an Eskimo out of his only igloo, Ginny.” 

Ginny, pleased with the compliment, smiled up 
at John. She had known John all her life and until 
the last year. when he had suddenly shot up a few 
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inches ahead of her, they had been about the same 
height. They were both tall for their ages now, and 
although slender, they had the quick, wiry strength 
that often goes with that build. 

Lucy, who had been Ginny’s best friend ever 
since the Tryon family had moved to Harristown, 
was a perfect example of the theory that opposites 
attract. She was small and blond and almost as 
plump as the freckle-faced twins. And while Ginny 
was captain of the girls’ basketball team, Lucy was 
president of the knitting club. They were both, 
however, highly imaginative and enjoyed reading 
and discussing the same books. John and his harum- 
scarum cousins had spent the summer at the sea- 
shore, and Lucy and Ginny had become very close 
friends during that time. , 

“Aunt Betsy,” Ginny said as they walked under 
the trees on Maple Avenue to the center of town, 
“is kind of peculiar—queer. She lives all alone except 
for Rachel, the cook, and Franklin, who used to be 
her coachman. We hardly ever see her except at 
Christmas. She’s Harristown’s oldest resident, you 
know, and the town grew up around her. I think her 
big old mansion looks awfully silly sitting right in 
the middle of Main Street with the grill and the 
movie theater on one side of it and the: bank on the 
other. But although a lot of people have tried to buy 
her property she won’t even sell the carriage house 
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which is packed with antiques. Mother will inherit 
them all someday because her mother was Aunt 
Betsy's sister. When my grandmother was alive we 
used to go there regularly for Sunday dinner, but 
now it’s just once a year.” 

“Do you suppose she'll let us-have anything really 
valuable?’”’ Lucy asked as they stopped for the light 
at Maple and Main streets. 

“Never in the world,” Ginny said emphatically. 
“She’s a regular old miser and doesn’t approve of 
‘me anyway. She and Franklin both think John is 
just wonderful. but they think I’m a tomboy. Aunt 
Betsy’s always telling me how young ladies of four- 
teen behaved in her day, and Franklin’s favorite ex- 
pression is that my grandmother would turn over in 
her grave if she knew that her namesake had turned 
out to be such a hoyden.” 

“Franklin’s pretty queer himself,” Lucy said. “He 
was the one who told me about old Mr. Shoemaker’s 
ghost. Just yesterday he stopped me on the street and 
told me he had seen an eerie light in there the night 
before.”’ She shiyered. “It sounded horrible. He said 
he was just passing by the little shop on the way to 
the park for a breath of fresh air, and a light flashed 
on and off. He went in but there was nobody 
around.” . 

“Franklin imagines things.” Ginny shrugged. 
“And Aunt Betsy isn’t a great improvement on him. 
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She may not give us anything at all, but I guess we’d 
better try her first and get it over and done with.” 

Aunt Betsy’s house came into view, and it was as 
forbidding in the daylight as it was at night. The 
house had been built in a long-past age, and was 
surrounded by a high, grilled fence and deepening 
shadows. Laughter and flippancy did not dwell 
there, and the two girls quieted themselves as they 
approached the ornate front door. 

Rachel, the elderly housekeeper, answered their 
knock and complaining every step of the way, ush- 
ered the girls into the darkened, over-furnished par- 
lor. Ginny’s aunt received them in a stiff back chair, 
looking for all the world like a queen on her throne. 
Great Aunt Betsy was as eccentric as Ginny had de- 
scribed her. She incessantly rapped on the floor with 
her gold-headed cane and for a long time pretended 
she didn’t understand what Ginny was talking about 
although her hearing was excellent. 

“Watch shop?” she kept asking with one hand be- 
hind her ear. ‘What watch shop, Virginia? I’m sure 
I don’t know anything about a watch shop.” 

At last, between them, they got her to admit 
grudgingly that they could have a box of old knick- 
Knacks which was stored in the loft of the carriage 
house. 

“Mind you get the right box, girl,’”’ she cautioned 
as she ushered them out. ‘And don’t cart away any- 
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thing else. Tell Franklin to give you those things I 
planned to let the Salvation Army have.” 

Franklin was almost as querulous as his employer. 
“Just finished straightening things out,” he grum- 
bled as they climbed up after him to the loft. “I’m 
sure I don’t know anything about a box for the Sal- 
vation Army. Never knew Missus to give away any- 
thing before. Knickknacks, you say?”” He pointed a 
shaking finger at a dusty-looking box under the 
eaves. “That must be the one. Now mind you don’t 
trip on the ladder and break all them things. A swap 
shop, indeed,” he said with a snort. ‘Your grand- 
mother would turn over in her grave if she knew 
what you were up to, Miss Ginny.” 

Ginny and Lucy made their way around piles of 
boxes and old trunks and discarded furniture to the 
box Franklin pointed out to them. They brushed 
cobwebs from the rafters and Lucy gathered a big 
smudge of dust on the tip of her nose. 

Out in the street the girls brushed the cobwebs 
out of their hair and burst into laughter. ““Whew!” 
Ginny exclaimed. ‘I’m not sure whether that was 
worth it or not. Let’s take this to the Shop right now 
and see what she gave us. The box is so light it 
couldn’t be much. And Lucy, look at yourself. You 
look so funny!” Ginny pointed at Lucy’s dirt- 
smudge face and went off into gales of hearty 
laughter. 
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“Well, what’s the matter?” Lucy asked indignant- 
ly. She glanced at herself in the show window they 
were passing and then she, too, began to laugh and 
to rub her nose vigorously. 

When Ginny opened the Shop door a little bell 
tinkled in the back. Her eyes sparkled. “I love the 
idea of that old-fashioned bell, don’t you, Lucy? It 
used to warn old Mr. Shoemaker when he was in the 
office that he had a customer.” 

“It sounded awfully eerie to me,” Lucy. said and 
she glanced around disapprovingly. The shop was 
very dusty and the floor was strewn with yellowing 
newspapers. “We really ought to clean up a little 
before the others meet us here,” she said. “It'll be 
much harder to sweep when it’s full of stuff.” She 
stopped suddenly, listening. “Did you hear that? 
Somebody’s in the back.” 

Ginny quickly crossed the room, flung open the 
office door, and entered the back room. ‘“There’s no- 
body here, Lucy,” she called, laughing. “You’re just 
‘imagining things. I’ll bet you do believe those silly 
stories about Mr. Shoemaker’s ghost haunting the 
place.” 

Lucy frowned, her feelings hurt. “I was sure I 
heard a sound like somebody dropping a heavy box.” 

Ginny shrugged. ‘‘Probably some noise out in the 
street. Why, Lucy, look at the piece of linoleum on 
the floor in here. It’s still good after all those years. 


“We Really Ought to Clean Up.” 
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If we scrub and wax it, it'll look like new.” 

“You're right, Ginny,” Lucy agreed. “Why don’t 
I run home now and borrow a broom and mop from 
Mother while you go around to Shoemaker’s base- 
ment and buy some washing powder and wax?” 

“Okay,” Ginny said. “But you’d better hurry. It’s 
getting so dark I’ll bet we’re in for a thunder show- 
er. I’d better get some electric bulbs too so we can 
turn on the lights.” 

When Lucy had gone Ginny couldn’t resist the 
temptation of first seeing what Aunt Betsy had given 
them. She took the box to the show window, but the 
sky was so overladen with storm clouds she could 
hardly see the knots in the heavy cord. After un- 
wrapping layer after layer of tissue paper, she found 
to her disappointment that the box contained noth- 
ing but four very tarnished silver candlesticks. 

“Oh, phooey,” she said out loud. “Nobody’ll ever 
buy these ugly old things. Wouldn’t you know Aunt 
Betsy would give us something like that! And she’s 
got so much old stuff stored away in that carriage 
house too. Things she’ll never in the wide world 
find a use for.” 

And then she heard something creak in the office 
behind her and, right afterward, the same sound 
Lucy had described: as though somebody had 
dropped a heavy box in there. Little goose pimples 
prickled her skin, and she had the distinct feeling 
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that somebody was watching her as a streak of light- 
ning darted across the sky. Somebody who couldn't 
possibly be there. ; 

Unless—unless the stories about old Mr. Shoe- 
maker’s ghost were true! 


CHAPTER TWO 


A STRANGE NOISE 


For a moment panic seized Ginny, and she dashed 
out of the shop to the sidewalk without realizing 
what she was doing. Thunder rumbled and was fol- 
lowed by another flash of lightning. 

“Don’t be a goose,” she told herself firmly. She 
could see Mike lounging in the Canton Building 
entrance on the opposite corner of Main and ‘Or- 
chard streets, and the very sight of his burly form 
filled her with relief. What you heard was thunder, 
she thought, and that little creaking noise was some- 
body's car brakes. What Franklin saw the other night 
was the reflection of a passing headlight in the show 
window. 

She hurried around the corner and took the esca- 
lator down to Shoemaker’s basement but she had not 
succeeded in driving away her feats. As she stood in 
line at the crowded counter she tried to ignore the 
little shivers. that raced up and down her spine. It 
wasn’t so much the creak and the bump that fright- 
ened her as it was the distinct impression that some- 
one had been staring at her in that flash of lightning. 
Someone whom she could not see had watched her 
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every move. 

“You're worse than Lucy,” she kept telling her- 
self. “Letting your imagination run away with you. 
Nobody was in the office and there are no such 
things as ghosts!” She forced her thoughts to concen- 
trate on how nice the office would look when the 
linoleum was scrubbed and waxed and began to day- 
dream of what a success the Swap Shop was going to 
be. 

“T hope John talked the electric company into giv- 
ing us a few days in which to earn the money for 
that five dollar deposit,” she mused. “‘After that our 
only worry will be the October rent. If we can only 
get customers like rich old Mrs. Arnold who loves 
odd things, we’ll make lots of money.” 

When Ginny finally signed the charge slip for her 
purchases, she had already forgotten about the 
strange sounds she and Lucy had heard. She had 
transferred her worries to the five dollar deposit for 
the electric company. ‘If we don’t get that money 
right away,” she reflected, “we won’t be able to use 
the office at all after school. It’s much too dark in. 
there. And even if we pool all our allowances it 
won't be nearly enough. Besides, John spends every 
cent of his on cabinetmaking equipment and the 
twins would die if they didn’t have hamburgers and 
‘Cokes between meals.” 

When she rounded the corner big drops of rain 


28 GINNY GORDON 


were already falling and the entire club was waiting 
impatiently in front of the shop. 

The twins were holding a battered-looking table 
radio between them, and John had an electric iron 
in one hand and a three-legged chair in the other. 
Lucy was swinging a pail full of rags and balancing 
a broom on one shoulder and an efficient-looking 
mop on the other. 

“There she is,” John said as she rounded the 
corner. “What do you suppose took her so long?” 

“Hurry up, Ginny,” Babs called. “Open the door. 
This heavy old radio is about to break my arm.” 

Ginny felt in her skirt pocket. The key was not 
there. She shifted her bundle and felt in the pocket 
on the other side. It was empty. Ginny looked at 
the others, bewildered. Where could that key have 
gone? For once Ginny was too surprised to talk. She 
stood there motionless for a moment while the wind, 
coming in sharp gusts, blew the rain against the 
windows and into the entrance. 

“For Pete’s sake, what’s eating your’ Whiz de- 
manded. “The rain’ll ruin my radio!” 

“I guess I’ve lost the key,” Ginny said forlornly. 
“I’m sure I locked the door after I left because of 
Aunt Betsy’s candlesticks, and I’m almost certain I 
put the key in my pocket. But it’s not there now.” 

“You must have dropped it in Shoemaker’s,” Lucy 
-Ssaid. 
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Ginny shook her head. “No, I didn’t touch my 
pockets. I didn’t have any money so I charged this 
stuff to Mother’s account.” She turned to John, al- 
most wailing. “Don’t look at me like that, John. I 
couldn’t have lost the key between here and the 
corner. It’s just not possible.” 

John’s eyes twinkled. ‘Anything is possible with 
you, Ginny. But seriously, you must have left the 
key in the lock and somebody saw it and turned it 
in to Mr. Shoemaker.” 

“That’s an idea,’ Whiz said. It was raining in 
earnest now. “If Lucy’ll cover this radio with her 
rags, I’ll pop over and see. Mr. Shoemaker is bound 
to have a duplicate anyway.” 

Whiz scurried as fast as he could around the 
corner to Shoemaker’s and the others huddled in 
the entrance to the Shop, close to the door, trying 
to keep out of the rain. 

After Whiz had gone, John said, ‘““What were you 
saying about your Aunt Betsy’s candlesticks, Gin- 
ny?” He rubbed a spot on the dusty show window 
and peered inside. 

- Ginny moved beside him, explaining, “She gave 
Lucy and me some horrible old tarnished things, 
John. They couldn’t be worth much, but I locked 
the door anyway. Oh!” She rubbed a larger spot on 
the dirty glass and pressed her nose against it. “John, 
two of them are gone! I left all four of them right 
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there in the show window, and now there are only 
two!” 

Lucy dropped her pail with a clatter. “I was sure 
I heard somebody in the office, Ginny,” she said in 
a frightened voice. “I was sure of it, remember?” 

“But there wasn’t anybody there,” Ginny said 
positively. “I looked. I heard the same sound after 
you’d gone. It must have been thunder.” 

“Well,” John said soberly, “that settles it. You left 
the key in the lock all right, and somebody saw it 
and walked in and took the candlesticks.” 

“But who would want the ugly old things?” Ginny 
was dumfounded. “And why didn’t whoever it was 
take them all?” 

Whiz came puffing back then. “Nobody turned in 
any key to Mr. Shoemaker,” he panted. “But here’s 
a duplicate key.” He opened the door and they all 
came crowding in after him. 

Ginny squashed the pile of tissue paper flat and 
turned the empty box upside down. There was no 
sign of the missing pair. “I just don’t understand it,” 
she said. “What do you think, John?” 

John frowned. “I don’t get it either. Maybe one 
pair is really valuable.” 

As if in answer to his thoughts, Franklin suddenly 
appeared in the Swap Shop entrance. He was out of 
breath and his old eyes were screwed up with 
anxiety. . 
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“Oh, Miss Ginny,” he groaned, “you took the 
wrong box. You took Missus’s grandmother’s wed- 
ding present—them candlesticks she thinks so highly 
of. I was just about to polish ’em and you took ’em,” 
he said accusingly. ““My sight ain’t as good as it 
should be, or I’d of seen what you was doing.” 

Ginny stared at him in dismay as his dirty gnarled 
fingers snatched up the two candlesticks. “Give me 
the other pair,” he croaked. “Give ’em to me right 
away.” 

“T’m sorry, Franklin,” Ginny said weakly. “I’ve 
only got those two. The other pair just—just disap- 
peared.” 

“Disappeared!” His voice cracked into a scream. 
“Candlesticks don’t disappear, miss. You’re a bad 
girl, Miss Ginny. I’m too old to be teased and wor- 
ried. Give me the other pair and I'll go away and 
say nothing to Missus.” 

“They're really gone, Franklin,” John said quiet- 
ly. “It wasn’t Miss Ginny’s fault. But don’t you 
worry, we'll get them back.” 

Franklin’s hands were shaking as he cradled the 
tarnished pieces of silver against his patched shirt. 
“You're not telling the truth,” he said suspiciously.’ 
“I’m going straight to Missus. She’ll be good and 
mad, Miss Ginny. You'll see.” 

“Oh, please don’t tell Aunt Betsy,” Ginny. begged. 
“We are telling the truth, Franklin. Somebody broke 
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into the Swap Shop and took one pair.” 

“You can’t fool me, miss,” Franklin shouted 
hoarsely. ‘““Nobody would steal just one pair. It’s the 
four of ’em that makes ‘em valuable. Missus told me 
that once a man from the city offered her a thousand 
dollars for both pair. He didn’t want just one. Not 
that Missus would of sold ’em anyway.” 

“I’m sorry, Franklin,” Ginny said, almost crying 
now. “But we will get them back. Really we will.” 

Whiz pursed his lips and emitted a low whistle. 
“What the ghost hath taken shall be returned, 
Franklin. Even old man Shoemaker couldn’t have 
much use for candlesticks in the spirit world.” 

“So it’s spirits now,” Franklin said, whirling on 
the redheaded twin. ‘And it’s poking fun at. de- 
parted souls that ye are up to, Whiz Reilly.” He 
shook a crooked finger under Whiz’s startled nose. 
“The .old gentleman can hear every word ye say, 
boy, and he’ll make ye regret your brash remarks in 
the end.” 

Whiz cringed and covered his freckled face with 
his hands, pretending to be badly frightened. “Oh, 
no, Franklin, not that. Please don’t. I can take any- 
thing but a ghost that walks.” 

“And it’s walking he is now, the poor restless 
soul,” Franklin went on in a voice shaking with 
emotion. ‘And not liking his place invaded by hob- 
bledehoys with grand notions of money-making 


“So It’s Spirits Now!” Franklin Shouted 
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schemes. Only Wednesday night I saw him in here 
at work on-his books in the very room where he 
died.” He pointed into the office. “Bent over his 
desk, he was, pen in hand, when they found him the 
next morning. And his son, Master Bob, out of re- 
spect for the dead, closed up the shop and left it to 
his father’s will.” 

Franklin turned back to Ginny. “Whatever is 
young Mr. Shoemaker thinking of, renting the 
premises to the likes of you and them scatter-pated 
twins? I’ve a mind to go straight to Miss Virginia 
and tell her how her daughter is behaving.” 

“Oh, come now, Franklin,” John said good-na- 
turedly, “it’s not as bad as all that. Don’t worry 
about those candlesticks. We'll get them back to you 
before long.” 

“Oh, don’t’ tell Aunt Betsy now,” Ginny begged. 
“Please, Franklin. She’ll tell Dad and then maybe 
we won't be allowed to have a Swap Shop.” 

“Swap Shop indeed!” Franklin’s sneer clearly 
defined his disapproval of their business venture. 
He turned at last to go out into the rain, still mut- 
tering to himself. “Young ladies have no business 
running a junk shop. But I'll not tell Missus yet. 
I'll give ye a week, and then ye’ll see how long ye’ll 
be in here disturbing the peace of a dead, departed 
soul.” 


“Great grizzly bears!”” Babs gasped. “That guy’s 
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got me believing in ghosts now. Close the.office door, 
Lucy. It gives me the creeps thinking about that 
corpse sitting in there all night without anyone 
knowing it.’ 

“With his pen in his slowly stiffening fingers,” 
Whiz finished in an ominous voice. “And even now 
he’s planning his revenge because we have violated 
his place of ghostly business.” . 

Lucy covered her ears with her hands. “Don’t, 
Whiz,” she wailed. “I’m scared enough already with- 
out you making matters worse.” 

Completely unnerved, Ginny stamped her foot. 
“This is nothing to joke about. It’s serious, if you 
ask me. I’ve got to get those candlesticks back before 
next Friday or produce a thousand dollars out of my 
hat.” 

“We'll help, Ginny,’ Babs cried, and Whiz 
nodded a sober agreement. 

Lucy put her arm around her chum. “Of course, 
we'll all help, Ginny. Anyway, it was more my fault 
than yours. If I hadn’t insisted on getting the clean- 
ing things, the Shop would never’ have been left 
empty.” 

John was absent-mindedly polishing the top of 
the radio with a damp rag. ““There’s something fun- 
ny about all this,” he said as though he were think- 
ing out loud. “A common thief would have taken 
both pairs. And so would anybody who knew any- 
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thing about antiques.” 

“Funny!” Ginny sniffed. “I’m glad you think so. I 
think it’s downright mysterious.” She lowered her 
voice. “Somebody in this town took one pair. for a 
certain reason. I’m going to find out who that person 
is. But first, I’ve got to discover why he didn’t take 
all four candlesticks when he had the chance!” 


- 


CHAPTER THREE 


THE SCRAP OF PAPER 


John laughed. “She’s off again, gang,” he said. 
“The girl detective. Behold that embryo woman 
sleuth in person, Miss Virginia Gordon, the pride of 
Harristown!” 

“The human bloodhound,” Whiz finished with a 
grin. ‘She scents a mystery where there is none. She 
solves crimes that were never committed. Step right 
up, ladies and gents,” he shouted, imitating a barker 
at a circus side show. “For twen-tee-five cents, two 
hot dogs and a Coke, you can see this amazing speci- 
men. ‘The own-lee one of its kind!”’ 

Babs giggled and Ginny felt her cheeks grow un- 
comfortably hot. 

Lucy said quickly, “J think you boys are as mean 
as can be! You have no business making fun of Gin- 
ny. There is something very mysterious about all 
this. It’s almost supernatural, if you ask me.” 

“If you ask me,” John broke in with a smile, “‘it 
isn’t worth our wasting any time and thought on.” 

Ginny turned on him, her dark eyes flashing. 
“‘What’s so simple about one thousand dollars? If we 
don’t find those other two candlesticks by next Fri- 
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day, Franklin will tell Aunt Betsy, and then I’ll have 
to pay her back. I suppose,” she said sarcastically, 

“it would be easy for a mechanical wizard like Whiz 
or an expert cabinetmaker like you to earn that 
much money, but me, I don’t happen to-be a genius 
like you two!” 

Whiz cringed, pretending to be badly frightened 
by Ginny’s tirade. -_ 

“Help, John! She’ll scratch our eyes out in a‘ min- 
ute,” he cried. 

“Oh stop it,” Babs interrupted. “What’s your 
theory, John?” 

John was polishing the wood of the radio again. 
“It was obviously the trick of some practical joker,” 
he said. “Somebody who knew we were going to use 
this place as a swap shop happened by and saw the 
key in the door and the candlesticks in the window. 
Whoever it was thought it would teach us a good 
lesson if he took away one pair. I bet they'll be re- 
turned before long.”’ : 

“But,” Ginny objected, “nobody except Mr. Shoe- 

maker knows we’ve rented this store.” 
_ “That’s not exactly true, Ginny,” John said mild- 
ly. “Our grandmother knows, your Aunt Betsy and 
Franklin know, and the men at the electric company 
are certainly aware of the fact that’ we plan to do 
business here.” — 

“Officer Bill and Mike know too,” Babs put in. 
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“We passed them on the corner as we crossed Main 
Street just now. Mike yelled out, ‘Hey, kids, where’s 
that great big radio taking you?’’” © . 

“Thought he was funny,” Whiz said and snorted. 
“So I stopped long enough to tell him about the 
Swap Shop. He ended up thinking it was a swell 
idea, and so did Officer Bill.” 

“Well, there you are, Ginny.” John shrugged. “I 
honestly don’t think we ought to waste any more 
time on your mystery. The important thing is to get 
to work and earn that five-dollar deposit for the 
electric company. We'll do a lot of business in the 
evenings so'we must have electricity, and they'll turn 
it off if we haven’t paid them by next Monday, the 
fifteenth.” | , 

“Oh, all right.” Ginny grabbed the broom. “T’ll 
sweep up the office while the rest of you pick up the 
newspapers and junk in here.” 

“John’s always right,” she reluctantly admitted to 
herself as she began to sweep the dust and scraps into 
one corner of the back room. “But sometimes he’s 
so calm and cool he makes me furious.” She stopped 
as her eyes fell on a small piece of paper that was 
much whiter and fresher-looking than the others. 
Ginny stooped over to pick it up and leaning on the 
broom saw that there were several numbers written 
on one side. These numbers had all been scratched 
out, but on the other side she could read clearly: — 
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Main - 10-30-50. 

“Now what can that mean?” she wondered out 
loud. “It couldn’t be a,phone number because they 
all have four numbers. Who could have dropped it 
in here?’ 

‘Now she’s talking to herself,” she heard someone 
say from the threshold and looked up to see Whiz 
staring at her with a taunting grin. ‘It means she’s 
got money in the bank,” he jeered, “or, what’s more 
likely, bats in the belfry.” 

Ginny ignored him. “Look what I found,” she 
called out to the others in an excited voice. “‘Some- 
one dropped this scrap in here not very long ago. 
See, it’s practically brand-new, and the others are 
filthy dirty!’ 

“What's so wonderful about that?” Whiz de- 
manded. “The place was never locked until you so 
carefully locked us out today. Up until that momen- 
tous event anybody could have dropped a ton of 
scrap paper in here.” 

'“Let’s see it, Ginny,” Lucy said, peering over her 
shoulder. ‘““Main 10-30-50,” she read out loud. “It 
doesn’t make any sense to me.” 

John examined the piece of paper carefully and 
handed it back to Ginny. “I can make nothing of it, 
Sherlock,” he said with a bow. “What do you de- 
duce, Holmes?” 

Ginny bit her lip to keep from laughing. “I de- 
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duce, my dear Watson,” she said, tucking the paper 
into her pocket, ‘that whoever made off with the 
two silver candlesticks dropped this by accident. I’m 
sure the two are tied together in some way.” 

“A clue,” Whiz shouted. He lowered his voice toa 
mysterious hush. ‘And now the girl sleuth is hot on 
the trail of the villain! Watch her, nose to the 
ground, magnifying glass in her hand, as.she tracks 
Bang the Cruel to his hidden lair. See her raise that 
ingenious device of her own invention, the hooray 
gun to her shoulder, take aim and fire the deadly 
up-and-at-’em ray straight at the arch criminal’s 
violently beating heart,” 

Babs covered her twin’s mouth with her hand, but 
Ginny could no longer control her own laughter. 
“Oh, Whiz,” she got out at last. “You looked so 
funny. If you had three more freckles you could get 

a job in a side show yourself, As the speckled 
wonder!” 

“Now, listen,” John commanded when they had 
all stopped laughing. “It’s getting late. No more 
fooling. We’ve got to finish cleaning up this place. 
If you girls will mop the linoleum in the office, Whiz 
and I'l] wax it. It’ll take all night to dry properly i in 
this damp weather.” 

“It’s stopped raining,” Babs said restlessly. She 
could never stay in one place very long. “Couldn’t 
I go after more scrap now, John? We didn’t take any 
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of the things from the attic that Granny said. we 
could have.” 

“Okay,” John said. “But be back in an, hour. 
We'll close shop then and go home to supper.” 

Babs went gaily up the street in search of more 
cast-off articles while the rest of the Hustlers busied 
themselves getting the shop ready for the opening. 

The boys+were on their hands and knees, hard at 
work in the back room when Lucy and Ginny left 
the little store. They had swept and mopped and 
scrubbed until they were exhausted but very proug 
of the shop’s neat appearance. 

Ginny could hardly wait to tell her parents of the 
club’s business venture. ‘““We’ve got a swap shop, 
Dad,” she burst out at dinner. “It’s going to be 
simply wonderful!” 

“A what?” Mr. Gordon raised his eyebrows ques- 
tioningly. “Did I hear you say you had a slop shop?” 
he teased. 

“Now, Dad!” Ginny began at the beginning and 
talking very slowly and clearly she described the 
events of the day, being very careful to omit any 
mention of Aunt Betsy’s missing antique silver 
candlesticks. 

“Why, what a clever idea,” Mrs. Gordon said ap- 
provingly. ‘I imagine it'll work out along the same 
lines as the Women’s Exchange, except that we do- 
nate our proceeds to a charity.” 
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“Well,” Ginny’s father said, his eyes twinkling, 
“we can’t expect such philanthropy from the Hust- 
lers. At least not until they make their first million 
or so.” 

“Right now,” Ginny said ruefully, “we’ve got to 
make five dollars before the fifteenth. We won’t have 
any electricity after that if we don’t.” 

“That’s too bad,” her father chuckled. “I was go- 
ing to try to sell you some ad space in my paper.” 
Mr. Gordon was owner and. publisher of the Harris- 
town News. 

“Is Whiz Reilly really such a genius with elec- 
trical appliances, Ginny?’’ Mrs. Gordon broke in. 
“Because if he is, my iron and washing machine cer- 
tainly need attention. They always break down just 
when Lila wants to wash or iron.” 

“It’s a bargain, Ginny,” Mr. Gordon said. “If your 
organization will donate Whiz’s services in exchange 
for ad space in the News, I'll even give you some free 
publicity in the ‘Harristown Happenings’ column. 
Everyone in town likes to read those items, you 
know.” 

“Oh, marvelous, Dad,” Giriny cried, springing up 
from the table. “I’ll telephone Whiz now and see if 
he agrees.” , 

Both Whiz and John enthusiastically approved of 
this arrangement, so in a few minutes Ginny and her 
father were seated at his desk, working out the de- 
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tails of the advertisement which he would run in 
the Saturday afternoon edition. . 

“What hours do you plan to have the shop open?”’ 

Mrs. Gordon asked as she picked up her knitting. 
“There must be no interference with homework, 
you know.” 

“T know,” Ginny said. “How would it be if Dad 
puts in the ad that we'll be open for business Mon- 
days through Thursdays from four to six in the aft- 
ernoon? Fridays we could stay open until nine, 
couldn’t we, and Saturdays from nine in the morn- 
ing to nine in the evening?” 

Mrs. Gordon nodded. “That sounds satisfactory. 
There will never be any excuse for you to stay later 
than nine,” she said. “It’s a standing joke in the 
town that at precisely nine on the dot every evening 
Officer Bill always has a cup of coffee and a sandwich 
with Mike, the janitor of the Canton Building.” 

“They still do,” Ginny said. “And we're just 
around the corner from both of them. We can see 
the Canton Building entrance where Officer Bill 
usually stands chatting with Mike when they’re not 
busy. They know we’re going to have the shop. We 
saw them this afternoon. They thought it was a good 
idea, and they said hey: keep an éye on it when 
none of us was there.”’ 

Mr. Gordon finished writing the ad and the item 
about the Swap Shop for the “Happenings” column 
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and went to the phone to give the information to 
the night editor of the paper. 

“By the way,” Ginny’s mother said as Ginny set- 
tled down to her homework, “have you a desk for 
your office?” 

_ Ginny shook her head. 

“You should have one right away,” Mrs. Gordon 
said. “There will be a good deal of bookkeeping. 
You must keep careful records of everything and its 
approximate value that is turned in on credit. For 
the time being you could use that little maple one 
of mine in which I used to keep my household ac- 
counts. Dad put it in the garage last Christmas when 
your Great-Aunt Betsy finally decided I was old 
enough to have that beautiful Chippendale desk in 
the corner.” She smiled..“It belonged to my mother, 
you know, but she left everything in her will to her 
only sister. I always loved that desk, but I never 
thought Aunt Betsy would part with anything dur- 
ing her lifetime that belonged to your grandmother. 
They were so near of an age that they were together 
almost constantly. They looked alike and their 
mother, your great-grandmother, dressed them alike. 
Aunt Betsy has a picture of them in her old album. 
You'd think they were twins.” S 

Ginny, remembering the missing candlesticks, felt 
very uncomfortable during this discussion of eccen- 
tric Aunt Betsy. As quickly as she could, she changed 
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the subject. “It'll be wonderful having. the maple 
desk, Mother,” she said. “It has lots of pigeonholes 
and drawers for filing. We'll start bookkeeping the 
first thing tomorrow. I’ve learned enough at school 
already so I think I can set up a double-entry system 
very easily.” 

“Good,” Mrs. Gordon said. “But don’t get so ab- 
sorbed in the Swap Shop that you stop getting A’s in 
math. I feel quite sure that if your school work suf- 
fers from this venture your father will put an end to 
it.” She picked up her knitting and started out of 
the room. “I'll leave you now so you can study with- 
out being disturbed. John and Whiz can take the 
desk over to the Shop tomorrow on the wheel- 
barrow.” 

Ginny went to her room early. She intended to do 
her homework for the weekend so that she could 
spend all the next day at the shop. But try as she 
would, she did not seem to be able to keep her mind 
on her lessons. 

Ginny stared blankly at the pages of her French 
grammar. I just can’t conjugate. those verbs, she 
thought tiredly and reached for the scrap of paper 
in her pocket. Main 10-30-50. What can it mean? 
She yawned sleepily. “I don’t care what John and 
Whiz say, I’m absolutely positive that this has some- 
thing to do with the mystery. And I know there is a 
mystery connected with those disappearing candle- 
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sticks. They couldn’t have been taken by somebody 
who wanted to play a joke on us. They were taken 
by the same person who wrote these peculiar num- 
bers on this piece of paper!” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


. TWO STRANGERS 


Early the next morning the club members met in 
Ginny’s garage. The girls dusted the desk inside and 
out and then the boys hoisted it onto the Gordons’ 
wheelbarrow. 

“That desk looks all right when it’s cleaned up. 
Maybe someday when John isn’t busy he can refinish 
it. And we'll have to find a chair somewhere to go 
with it,” Ginny said as they followed the boys 
toward town. 

“Thank goodness today is Saturday,” Babs said as 
they walked along under the big shade trees of Ma- 
ple Avenue to Main Street. “No school for two 
whole days.” 

“Oh, look,” Lucy interrupted. ““There’s an organ- 
grinder. Let’s have our fortunes told.” 

In front of the Palace Motion Picture Theater on 
the opposite corner of Main and Maple streets was 
a bent little man who was wearing a bright but 
soiled bandanna on his head and gold rings in his 
ears. On top of the organ was a gaily plumed parrot 
in a tarnished cage. 

. “We haven’t got time for such foolishness,” Whiz 
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said determinedly as he and John trundled the desk 
toward Shoemaker’s. “I promised Ginny’s mother 
I’d fix her iron and washing machine this morning, 
and I want to work on that radio this afternoon. I 
haven't time to stop.” ; 

“I want ‘to put another leg on the chair,” John 
said. “‘It’ll go nicely with this desk. And we ought to 
elect the officers of the store right away so everyone 
will know what his or her particular duties will be 
from now on.” 

Lucy looked disappointed and Ginny said, “The 
organ-grinder will still be there when we go home 
for lunch, Lucy. We can have our fortunes told 
then.” She laughed. “I hope he predicts a golden 
future for the Swap Shop. Or at least a silver one,” 
she added, remembering the missing silver candle- 
sticks. | 

They said.good morning to Mike who was talking 
to some workmen who were lowering the awnings 
above Shoemaker’s show windows. 

“Well, how’s business?” Mike wanted to know. “I 
think I’ve got a customer for you. One of the tenants 
in my building wants a radio. Do you think you can 
fix that old wreck, Whiz?” 

Whiz nodded his red head. ‘“‘Sure, Mike. It’ll be as 
good as new in a few more days.” 

“Good,” Mike said. “I’ll send him in. Name’s Mr. 
Trentor. Treat him right, kids,” 


THE DISAPPEARING CANDLESTICKS 51 


“Okay,” Whiz said, “thanks.” 

They hurried around the corner to the Shop. John 
was just about to insert the key in the lock when 
Ginny gave a gasp and pointed down to the sidewalk 
in front of the door. 

“There’s the missing key,” she cried. “Now how 
in the world did it get there?” 

John picked it up and opened the door with it. 
“It’s not so much a question of how it got there as it 
is how we missed seeing it yesterday.” He handed 
the key to Ginny. “You with your A’s in math will 
be business manager and this will be a token of our 
respect. Try not to lose it again.” 

Ginny flushed. “I didn’t lose it,” she insisted. “I 
left it in the lock. And I could swear that it wasn’t 
lying in front of the door yesterday.” 

“Anything could have been lying in front yester- 
day,” Whiz said as they carried the desk into the of- 
fice. “We were all milling about in the rain, and the 
key could have been under the radio or Lucy’s pail 
or even under our ne Nobody thought of oe 
in the street for it.” 

Ginny frowned. “I suppose you’re right, but I still 
don’t believe it. I think somebody took it and then 
brought it back.” 

“A detective convinced against her will,” Whiz 
sang, “is of the same opinion still. Heigh-o, silver 
candlesticks!”’ 
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“Well, let’s not stand around arguing all day,” 
Babs said impatiently. “I’m going to take the wheel- 
barrow and do some more canvassing. If we’re going 
to have a shop, we've got to have something to sell. 
I’m off to search every last house in town. What one 
person calls a white elephant may be just what her 
next door neighbor is looking for, and to give it to 
her is our business—and our money too. So long, kids. 
Be seeing you soon with a barrowload of precious 
junk!” 

“All right,” John said. “You're the official can- 
vasser. Lucy will make a good sales manager. I here- 
by appoint Whiz electrician-in-chief, and I'll be the 
engineer and cabinetmaker. All in favor say ‘Aye’.” 

“Aye,” they all shouted at once. 

“Well, that’s settled.” Babs hurried off with the 
wheelbarrow. 

“See you after lunch,” Whiz said as he left to re- 
turn to the Gordons’ home. “Don’t take any wooden 
candlesticks while I’m gone, Ginny.” 

“Sometimes Whiz is just too, too funny,” Ginny 
said frigidly. 

John picked up the three-legged chair. “I might as 
well repair this at home while you girls set. up. the 
books.” He handed Ginny two quarters. “You can 
get what-you need in the ten cent store. And be sure 
to make your first entry a credit to my account of 
fifty cents.” 
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Ginny laughed. ‘““Tightwad.” She left with John 
and bought a ledger, a couple of notebooks and oth- 
er stationery supplies. When she returned to the 
Shop, Lucy had polished the show window until it 
gleamed in the sunlight. Ginny began bookkeeping 
right away. “One notebook will be Accounts Re- 
ceivable,” she explained. ‘““The other, Accounts Pay- 
able. We'll list every item in the ledger and its value 
as it’s brought in, and post from this column to Ac- 
counts Payable. Then when the item is sold we'll 
post from the column on the opposite page to Ac- 
counts Receivable. Is that clear?” . 

“Clear as mud,” Lucy said, confused. “I’d better 
not touch those books, Ginny. I’ll get them all 
bawled up.” 

Ginny sighed. “If you’re going to be sales manager 
you'll have to keep records. Here, we'll have an in- 
formal sales and receipts book in the back of the 
ledger.” She quickly headed two sets of columns: 
Date. Item. Account. Price. “You can fill in these 
spaces, can’t you, Lucy?” 

After a minute Lucy nodded. “All I hope now is 
that we don’t have a rush of business until I get the 
idea better.” 

“I don’t think we'll have any business at all until 
the paper comes out,’’ Ginny said, glancing at her 
wrist watch. ‘‘Oh, it’s after eleven already! The first 
edition rolled off the press half an hour ago. It 
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won't be long now. I wonder who our first customer 
will be.” 

At that moment the little bell in the office tinkled 
and the girls hurried to the front of the store. A tall, 
thin man with a very pale face and a wispy gray 
mustache stood there. 

“Good morning,” he said pleasantly. “My name’s 
Grinsler. I saw your write-up in the paper and came 
around. Perhaps we can do business together.” Al- 
though he was smiling he clipped out each word 
slowly and carefully. To Ginny they sounded like 
ice cubes popping out of a metallic tray. 

Instinctively and immediately she disliked this- 
man, so much so, that it was an effort for her to in- 
troduce herself and Lucy to him. 

“I’m Ginny’ Gordon, and this is Lucy Tryon. 
There are some more of us in the club. We call 
ourselves the Hustlers. What kind of business do 
you think we can do together?” she asked, trying 
not to sound aloof. 

“Why, I’m in the antique business,” he said, 
twirling his wisp of a mustache. “Represent a large 
firm in the city. I’m making a tour through the 
suburbs, scouting for heirlooms which the towns- 
people may unknowingly have hidden away in their 
attics and cellars.” 

Ginny noticed then that Mr. Grinsler not only 
clipped out his words as though he had to think 
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carefully of each one before he used it, but he also 
spoke with a slight lisp as though he wished to 
change his voice so it could not be recognized. He 
seemed to be consciously playing a part. Ginny 
frowned and wished he would go away. 

“You've certainly come to the right town,’’ Lucy 
was saying enthusiastically. “John’s grandmother’s 
attic is packed with priceless antiques and so is 
Ginny’s Great-Aunt Betsy's carriage house. Why 
only yesterday she gave us some—” 

‘Absolutely worthless junk,” Ginny broke in as 
she realized Lucy was on the verge of mentioning 
the silver candlesticks. “You're really wasting your 
time in Harristown, Mr. Grinsler,” she said coolly. 
“Nobody would part with anything of value. We’re 
all very sentimental about our heirlooms, some of 
which have been in one family for several genera- 
tions.” 

“Well, I’m not so sure of that,” Mr. Grinsler said 
easily. “I’ve discovered that if you offer people a big 
enough price they will part with anything.” He 
coughed. “And that’s where you youngsters and your 
Swap Shop come into the picture. While you're can- 
vassing the town you will be apt to come across cer- 
tain items which might interest my firm. I will be 
delighted to pay you a good commission on any 
leads you give me which result in a sale.” 

“Wonderful,’”’ Lucy cried impulsively. ““We’ll tell 
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Babs. She'll get a thrill out of scouting for antiques. 
She’s the one who makes all the outside contacts, 
finds out what people want to swap. We'll tell her 
to keep her eyes open for antiques.” . 

“Well, I don’t think anything will come of it,” 
Ginny said doubtfully. “But you might as well give 
us your address and phone number. Are you staying 
at the hotel?” 

Mr. Grinsler smiled, and Ginny thought it must 
hurt him to smile, there was such a frozen look about 
his mouth. “Oh, no,” he said, lisping. “I can’t stand 
hotel food. I always do my own cooking.” 

“Why, the Inn is noted for its food,” Ginny inter- 
rupted in surprise. “People drive out from New 
York all the time for dinner, and: weekends it’s 
packed!” 

There was a swift change of expression on Mr. 
Grinsler’s face and for a moment Ginny was sure he 
was going to make an angry retort. But in a second 
he said mildly, “I know, my dear, but I still prefer 
my own cooking. There aren’t any apartments avail- 
able in town, as you know, so I was lucky enough to 
rent an office on the top floor of the Canton Build- 
ing. Mike, the genial janitor, has given me permis- 
sion to fix my meals on an electric plate. It’s working 
out very nicely.” 

“How long have you been in town?” Ginny asked 
with quick suspicion. “I never saw you around be- 
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fore.” 
“I’ve been here only a few days,” he said,.moving 
toward the door. “And I’ve been very busy. Very 
busy.” 

The bell tinkled as he left and Ginny sighed with 
relief. — 

“Well, I hope that’s the last we see of that dope,” 
she said. “He got on my nerves!” 

“Why, Ginny!” Lucy stared at her in amazement. 
“TI thought he was very nice and it would be a big 
help if we could earn some commissions. I can’t see 
why you’ve taken such a dislike to the man. It just 
doesn’t seem like you.” 

“T can’t stand that frozen-faced type,”’ Ginny said. 
“And what a sissy, doing his own cooking! It would 
do him.good: to go out and get a square meal every 
now and then. He’s as pale'as a ghost.” 

“T think it’s nice he’s such a- homebody,” Lucy 
insisted. “You don’t often hear of men, who like to 
cook.” 

Ginny shrugged. “I wouldn’t mind his cooking so 
much if it weren’t for that lisp.” She pirouetted 
around the room, taking little mincing steps and 
imitating Mr. Grinsler’s speech: “Mike hath given 
me permithon to ficth my mealth on an electricth 
plath. . eeooey) 7 

Lucy laughed. ‘ ‘He didn’t lisp that much, Ginny. 
You’ ve just taken a dislike to the man for no reason 
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at all. Why, you’ve only seen the man once. He may 
be very nice and I think it was good of him to offer 
us a commission on whatever antiques we found 
that he could use. You're just suspicious of him the 
way you were of Mr. Shultze.”’ 

Now Lucy’s started teasing me about that, Ginny 
thought, mentally counting to ten to control her 
temper. Quickly she changed the subject. “Nobody 
else will be in this morning. Let’s close up shop and 
‘go home for lunch. We can stop off at the organ- 
grinder’s. I’ve got a few pennies change from the 
fifty cents John gave me.” . 

They could hear the strains of La Marseillaise as 
they crossed Main Street. A crowd of children had 
gathered around the organ, and when Ginny 
dropped the pennies into the box the little gypsy 
held out, he grinned and bobbed. his bandanna- 
covered head. Then he pulled out a drawer.on top 
of the cage and released the parrot. The bright- 
colored bird, squawking and flapping its wings, 
scrambled over the cage and drew a piece of pink 
paper from the drawer with its bill. 

‘“Awk, awk!” the parrot squawked as it carried 
the paper to Ginny. 

“You take it, Lucy,” Ginny said with a giggle. 

" Lucy ahichly snatched the slip of paper from the 
parrot’s bill. “Oh, oh,” she gasped, half- faughing, 
half-serious. “Just read what it says, Ginny.” 
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Ginny read the fortune out loud: 

FOR GIRL. Danger lies ahead but you can avoid 
it if you are careful. Watch out for strangers and be 
especially cautious in all money transactions. Apply 
yourself to your tasks and mind your own business 
and you will stay out of trouble. In the near future 
your friends may seem to be betraying you, but that 
is only because of your suspicious nature. Treat oth- 
ers as you hope to have others treat you. 

Ginny laughed. “I’m going to save this-for Whiz. 
He'll never let you hear the end of it. ’m glad it’s 
‘your fortune, not mine.” 

“It was meant for you,’ Lucy insisted as she 
tucked the pink slip into her pocket. “I’m going to 
frame it and hang it over the desk in the office. It’ll 
be a swell motto for the Swap Shop. Especially the 
part about money transactions. I know I’m going to 
make some awful mistake in those records.” 

“Watch out for strangers,” Ginny chuckled. 
“That applies to frozen-faced Grinsler as far as I’m 
concerned. I wouldn’t trust that man around the 
corner.” . 

“That,” Lucy giggled, “is just because of your 
suspicious nature.” 

Ginny shrugged, slightly annoyed. ‘“‘Nevertheless, 
we'll be making a mistake, I’m positive, if we have 
anything to do with that man. He’s a phony if I ever 
saw one.” 
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“What about that organ-grinder?” Lucy smiled as 
they hurried home for lunch. “He’s a stranger in 
town too, isn’t he?” . 

“Well,” Ginny said. “At least he doesn’t lisp!” 


CHAPTER FIVE 


A MYSTERIOUS REAPPEARANCE 


Ginny thought school would never end on Mon- 
day. She droned through her classes, trying to re- 
member what she had studied on Friday and Sunday 
nights. Saturday they had kept the shop open until 
nine and several people had dropped in with an as- 
sortment of ornaments, small pieces of furniture and 
knickknacks of all kinds. One woman said she would 
buy the electric iron for three dollars when Whiz 
repaired it. Another left an order for a rosebud pat- 
tern sugar and creamer to match her. china teaset. 
Mike’s tenant, Mr. Trentor, offered to pay fifteen 
dollars for the radio when it was in good shape. . 

“Gleeps,”” Whiz had cried enthusiastically, “that'll 
give us our deposit and a good chunk of next 
month’s rent. I’d better spend all my time on the 
radio from now on, and John had better refinish the 
cabinet as soon as he can.” 

The others had heartily agreed to this plan. Babs 
had produced the spinning wheel from her grand- 
mother’s garret. “Granny only lent it to us,” she ex- 
plained. ‘‘She says it’s absolutely priceless, but I 
thought it would look nice in the show window.” 
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“Tt’s a shame we can’t sell it,” Lucy had cried. 
“Mr. Grinsler would buy it in a minute, I bet. He’s 
looking for antiques.” . 

And then they had had to tell the others about the 
visitor’s offer of commissions. Whiz and Babs had 
been very enthusiastic about the arrangement, but 
John had merely listened quietly and made no com- 
ment. 

He had, however, laughed loudly when he saw 
Lucy’s motto tacked on_ the office wall. “Ginny can 
never obey these rules,” he said. “She couldn’t mind 
her own business very long if she was alone on a 
desert island.” . . 

“Or in a padded cell, you mean,” Whiz had cor- 
rected him. 

In spite of herself, Ginny’s mind would wander to 
the strange happenings of the weekend. French 
verbs, English composition, and even math failed to 
hold her attention, and she was glad when the three- 
thirty bell rang for dismissal. 

“I don’t care,” Ginny said to herself as she left her 
last class. “I’m sure John agrees with me that we 
shouldn’t have anything to do with Mr. Grinsler.” 

She met Lucy in front of the school which was a 
few blocks away from Ginny’s home on Maple 
Avenue. John joined them in a few minutes and as 
they turned the corner to Main Street they saw Whiz 
and Babs just ahead of them on their bicycles. The 
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twins waited for them to catch up. 

“I finished the radio cabinet yesterday,” John told 
Whiz. “It really looks pretty good now. I sanded it 
and waxed it, but it could stand another coat or 
two.” 

“We'll give it a rub every now and then when we 
have time in the Shop,” Lucy said. “I hope we’re not 
as busy today as we were Saturday. I got all mixed 
up trying to keep a record of everything that was 
turned in. I never did figure out where to put that 
order for the rosebud sugar and creamer Mrs. Haile 
wanted.” 

“T'll pick up an order bodk today,” Ginny said. 
“And some petty cash vouchers and some receipt 
pads. The customers really ought to have their own 
records of what they turn in.” 

“Wait a minute,” John interrupted. “Don’t go 
spending all our money before we earn it.’ His eyes 
were teasing Ginny but she knew that he really ad- 
mired her practical methods of business. manage- 
ment. 

“Well, anyway,” Ginny returned. “If we want to 
have an orderly business we’ll have to have some 
office supplies, and we might just as well get used to 
some system from the very beginning.” 

Ginny unlocked the shop and hurried back to the 
office, anxious to check Lucy’s entries while the 
items were still fresh in her mind. As she swung 
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open the door, her eyes almost popped out of her 
head in surprise. ‘There on top of the desk was one 
of the'missing candlesticks! - 

“This is too much,” Whiz breathed: over her, 
shoulder. “Now I know we're all craa-zeel”’ 

Lucy gave a little gasp as she crowded past him 
into the office. “It’s positively. supernatural! Who 
says there’s no such thing as a ghost?” 

“I do,” John said with a sober smile. “It just 
proves my theory that someone’s playing tricks on 
us. Mark my words, the other will turn up soon, and 
without benefit of Madame Hawkshaw’s powers of 
deductions.” 

Ginny turned on him hotly. “Oh, stop it, John. 
It’s not funny. I’ve been a nervous wreck about 
those candlesticks. I passed Franklin on the street 
yesterday, and he went on for hours about what was 
going to happen to me if we didn’t return them by 
Friday.” . 

“No kidding, John,” Whiz demanded. “Who, or 
should I say whom, do you think the practical joker 
is?” 

“It’s who,” Babs put in, ‘“‘as you would know if 
you stayed awake in English class.” 

“Who or what then,” Whiz went on cheerfully, 
“do you think ran off with the silver candlesticks? 
Lucy obviously suspects a what.” 

“I don’t,” Lucy said quickly. “But you have to 
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admit it does look as though old Mr. Shoemaker’s 
ghost resents our being here.” 

Whiz and Babs howled with laughter. 

“Lucy's theory at least makes some sense,” Ginny 
said, defensively. “John apparently suspects a human 
being but you notice he doesn’t mention any 
names!” | 

“I’m too smart for that,” John said with a grin. 
“If I was wrong in my guess you’d never let me hear 
the end of it.” - 

“You'll never hear the end of it if I’m right in 
mine,” Ginny said determinedly. 

“Yours is no guess,” Whiz scoffed. “Yours is a 
fact.” He lowered his voice to whisper, “The man 
you suspect has a mysterious lisp and a strange gray 
wisp.of a mustache.” 

At that moment the bell Gabled and they hurried 
out of the office to find Mr. Grinsler in the doorway. 
“I just thought I’d stop by,” he said, glancing swiftly 
around at the shelves which lined one’ wall of the 
store. “See you've acquired quite a stock. Any an- 
tiques?”’ 

“Nothing we can sell,” Lucy told him. She intro- 
duced John and the twins. “Babs is the canvasser,”’ 
she said. “If anything turns up she'll report her 
findings to you.” | 

“Fine.” He tipped his hat and left. 

“Well, now what do you think?’ Ginny de- 
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manded. “Is he or is he not a phony?” 

“He’s nothing to write home about,” Whiz ad- 
mitted, “but I can’t say he makes my hair stand on 
end.” 

“He’s probably perfectly harmless,” John said 
slowly. “But he’s wasting his time in this town. They 
all feel the same way about their antiques as Granny 
does about her spinning wheel.” | 

“T wonder why he didn’t ask us about that,” Gin- 
ny said thoughtfully. “He couldn’t have missed see- 
ing it. It’s right there in plain view in the show 
window.” 

“I told him we had nothing to sell,” Lucy said as 
she followed Ginny back into the office. “He prob- 
ably stopped in to ask about it.” She picked up the 
candlestick. ““You know, I think we ought to polish 
this thing so we can recognize the pattern if we 
should run across the other one some place. It’s. so 
tarnished now you can hardly see the design or the 
monogram.” 

“I'll bike home for some silver polish,” Babs of- 
fered from the doorway, and was off on her bike like 
a flash. 

Whiz left then to work on the radio and John took 
a small, heavily varnished end table home to his- 
basement workshop. “I'll scrape'and sand this down 
to the natural wood,” he said as he was leaving. “It 
ought to sell for a couple of dollars then.” 
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, “What value did the customer put on that table?” 
Ginny asked to test Lucy. 

Lucy consulted her receipt book. “Fifty cents,” 
she said after a moment. | 

“Good,” Ginny said approvingly. “You’re doing 
all right. Now, you call the entries out to me while I 
post them to the ledger. Make a little check mark 
after each item as soon as I’ve posted it.” 

For several minutes the Shop was quiet except for 
the soft murmur of the girls’ voices as they read 
their entries and checked them. 

When the bookkeeping was up-to-date, Lucy 
cleaned the candlestick with the polish Babs had 
dropped off on her way to more canvassing. ‘‘Are you 
going to take this home, Ginny?’’ Lucy asked. “Or 
are you going to give it to Franklin?” - 

Ginny thought for a minute. “I don’t dare bring 
it home,” she said. “Mother might see it and ask me 
about it. She must know how valuable the two pairs 
are.” 

“Well, Pll take it over to Franklin, if you like,” 
Lucy said. 

Ginny shook her head. ‘‘No, don’t do that. It’ll 
just start him off again. He’s a maniac on the subject. 
You would be stuck in the carriage house listening 
to him rant and rave the rest of the day.” 

“But,” Lucy objected, “do you think it’s safe to 
leave it here?” 
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Ginny shrugged. “I don’t think the person who 
stole it in the first pees is gomg t to steal it again, do 
your” 

“Maybe not,’ ‘Laicy said slowly, ‘but just the same 
I think we ought to keep it locked in the desk.” She 
placed the candlestick in the bottom drawer. “I keep 
the books in here and lock it every night, so it should 
be perfectly safe.” 

“I wish I thought John was right about a practical 
joker,” Ginny said after a while. ‘Do you think the 
other candlestick will be returned before Friday?” 

“I don’t know what to think,” Lucy said wearily. 
“It sounds crazy to me,” she added with a little 
shiver. “And I’dstill like to know what those bump- 
ing noises we heard the first day were.” 

“That’s not what worries me,” Ginny said, turn- 
ing to look at her friend. “I’m sure that was thunder 
or some sound out in the street. There are always 
peculiar echoes in empty places, you know.” She 
frowned. “For some reason I can’t explain, I do 
think frozen-faced Grinsler has something to do 
with the mystery. He gives me the creeps and he. is 
the only stranger in town.’ 

“No, he’s not,’’ Lucy reminded her. ““There’s that 
organ-grinder. He’s still here.” 

“IT just can’t suspect that funny little man, can 
your” Ginny said. “Anyway, if he is a thief he would 
eertainly have taken all four candlesticks when he 
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had the chance.” . 

“That’s true,” Lucy admitted. “But then wouldn’t 
Mr. Grinsler, an antique dealer, have recognized the 
value of both pairs? That is, of course, if he’s dis- 
honest.”” 

“T’m not so sure he is an antique dealer,” Ginny 
said slowly. “I wish he’d told-us the name of the firm 
he represents so we could look it up in the New 
York phone book.” 

“Well, why don’t you ask him?” Lucy proposed. 
“You'd feel a whole lot better toward him if you 
knew he was working for some perfectly respectable 
firm in the city.” 

“I don’t want to make him think we’re suspi- 
cious,” Ginny said. “I think he knows already that I 
don’t like him. I despise him so I can hardly stay in 
the same room with him, and I’m afraid it shows on 
my face.” ” ‘ 

“I simply don’t understand why you feel that 
way,” Lucy said. “I think he has very nice manners.” 

Ginny reached into a pigeonhole of the desk and 
brought out the scrap of paper she had found on Fri- 
day. “I wish I could figure out what this means. 
Main 10-30-50. The word and the letters together 
are sort of familiar, but I can’t quite put my finger 
on where I’ve seen or heard that combination be- 
fore.” | 

The little bell tinkled then and Lucy hurried out 
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to wait on a customer who was interested in odd- 
shaped ash trays. Ginny listened idly to their conver- 
sation, but her mind was on the puzzling scrap of 
paper and the vaguely familiar, Main 10-30-50. 


CHAPTER SIX 


ENSTANT COFFEE AND DEHYDRATED SOUP 


Ginny had a study period the last hour of school 
on Tuesday, and since she had kept up with her 
homework, she got permission to leave early. 

“You'll learn more about business management in 
that shop,” her bookkeeping instructor said with a 
smile, “than you will ever learn in class. Is the ven- 
ture going to be a success, Virginia?” 

“Oh, I think so, Mr. Wales,” Ginny said. “But 
we've only just started, you know.” She gathered up 
her books and left with a hasty good-by. 

If Mr. Wales ever knew we’re a thousand dollars 
in the red, she thought ruefully, he wouldn’t think 
much of my business sense! . 

As she passed the little All Night Grill which was 
next door to the Palace Theater she saw Mr. Grin- 
sler on the opposite side of the street, staring into 
Shoemaker’s window. I hope he doesn’t see me, she 
thought as she hurried to the corner wheré Orchard 
Street crossed Main. 

On the other corner, Mike was standing in front 
of the Canton Building, smoking his pipe. ““Where’s 
the fire?” he called out as she started across the street. 
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“What’s the hurry?” 

Out of the corner of her eye Ginny saw that Mr. 
Grinsler had turned and was watching her. She 
smiled and. waved to Mike and walked on to the 
store, trying to resist the temptation to run. 

“This is silly,” she told herself as she opened the 
Shop. “Old Lispy Wispy is so pale and sick-looking 
I don’t believe he could hurt a flea! But why does 
he make little shivers run up and down my spine 
every time I see him?” 

The office door, she noticed with one part of her 
mind, was open, although she was quite sure she had 
seen Lucy close it when they left the evening before. 
Something else was not exactly as it should be, she 
felt rather than saw, as she went into the back room. 
And then all other thoughts were driven out of her 
mind as she spied a small package on the floor beside 
the desk: When she leaned over and picked it up, 
she gathered from the label that it was a Cellophane 
envelope of dehydrated soup. 

“Now, how in the world did that get in here?’’ she 
wondered out loud. “I’m sure none of us has had 
any soup here.” 

And then the little bell tinkled. 

Almost guiltily Ginny turned and through the 
open door saw Mr. Grinsler coming ‘into the Shop. 
She had no desire to be alone with him in the back 
room, so she quickly joined him in the front of the 
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store, so quickly that she did not realize she still had 
the Cellophane package in her hand. When she did 
realize it, she hastily crammed it into the pocket of 
her skirt. . ane 

‘What are you hiding, my dear?’ he asked with a 
pleasant smile, but every word was an ice cube to 
Ginny. 

The tingling sensation started in her spine again 
and she said rather curtly, “Nothing. Nothing that. 
concerns you, anyway.” She could have bitten her 
tongue off after adding the last sentence, because for 
some reason she did not want this man to know how 
she loathed him. 

Instantly the expression on his pale face. changed, 
and his watery eyes glittered with resentment. 
“There is no reason for you to be rude, miss,” he 
growled. ‘ 

Ginny’s mouth. fell open in amazement. The 
words were no longer ice cubes. They were little 
spurts of red-hot anger, and there was something else 
different about his speech which she did not realize 
until later. The shivers were racing up and down 
her spine in earnest now as he took a step nearer to 
where she was standing. For a minute Ginny thought 
of snatching up a large vase which stood on the shelf 
beside her, but almost as quickly as it had come, his 
momentary rage vanished. . 

“Now, now, Miss Gordon,” he said in his familiar 
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frozen way. “I didn’t come here to teach you man- 
ners, did I?’ He smiled and he was close enough so 
she could see what yellow, badly cared for teeth he 
had. He held out his thin, palely freckled hand. “No 
hard feelings, are therer’” 

Ginny could not bring herself to touch that claw- 
like hand, but she managed a weak grin and she pre- 
tended to busy herself dusting the vase. ‘Of course 
not, Mr. Grinsler,”’ she said in as casual a voice as 
she could muster. “I was rude, and I apologize.” 

‘No apology necessary.” He waved the hand 
which she had ignored. “It was equally rude of me 
to pry into your secret. All young girls have secrets, 
don’t they?” 

“I guess so.” Ginny edged past him, trying to get 
nearer to the front door, hoping that John would 
arrive soon. And then her eye fell on the spinning 
wheel in the show window. “By the way, Mr. Grin- 
sler,” she said. ““We do have something which is sup- 
posed to be a valuable antique. What do you think 
is the value of that spinning wheel?” 

He brushed against her as he leaned into the show 
window, and Ginny had to set her teeth to keep from 
showing her revulsion. He examined the spinning 
wheel carefully for several minutes and then he 
straightened. 

“It’s a fake,” he said. “An excellent reproduction 
but absolutely worthless.to me. We only deal in 
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“No Hard Feelings, 
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genuine articles.” 

Ginny pretended to be very disappointed. “Oh, 
T’m:so sorry. I did hope we had something which 
might interest your firm.” It was on the tip of her 
tongue to add noncommittally, ‘“By, the way, what is 
the name of the firm you represent?” But at that 
moment Babs and Whiz burst into the Shop. . 

Mr. Grinsler greeted them cordially and. then de- 
parted. Shortly afterward John and Lucy arrived. 
Ginny decided she was not going to invite any more 
of Whiz’s teasing, so she said to John, “I’m dying of 
thirst. Will you buy me a Coke? You can charge at 
the drugstore, can’t you?” Ginny knew that John 
saved most of his allowance for equipment for his 
hobby, cabinetmaking, and she admired him for it. 
But sometimes she couldn’t resist pretending that 
she thought he was a tightwad. 

John grinned. “I guess I can spare a nickel for a 
cup of coffee, Bud,” he said as he followed her out 
into the street. | 

When they were seated at the soda fountain Gin- 
ny burst out with, “John, I know now that Grinsler 
‘is a phony! He was in the Shop-just before you came 
in, and I showed him your grandmother’s spinning 
wheel. He said it was a fake, a good reproduction, 
but still a fake. Did you ever hear anything like 
that?” : _ 

John shrugged. ‘Maybe it is a fake. I wouldn’t 
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know.” 

“But that’s ridiculous,” Ginny cried. “It’s been in 
your family for years. And that. dope said it was 
worthless!” 

“Well, maybe it is,” John said eal: “Even if it 
is genuine, it wouldn’t be of any value to anyone 
unless he wanted it. I wouldn’t have one as a gift 
myself. What on earth would you do with such a 
silly-looking thing?” 

Ginny twisted a straw into a tight little ball. “You 
make me wild, John Blaketon,” she stormed. 
“Furthermore, I found this in the office.” She pro- 
duced the package of dehydrated soup for his inspec- 
tion. “How do you suppose it got there?” . 

“Ah, another clue,” John said, -pretending to be 
very excited. ‘““The mystery thickens. Do you suspect 
the chef at the Inn now?” 

“No, I don’t,” Ginny said in exasperation. “He 
wouldn’t be caught dead with it. You know perfectly 
well he’s famous for his homemade soups.” 

“Well, then,” John said mildly, “what are you in 
such a tizzy about?” 

“It was in the office when I opened the Shop,” 
Ginny almost shrieked. “It wasn’t there when we 
left last evening. Your peaches joker, or whatever 
he is, must have dropped it.’ 

“Oh come now, Ginny.” John turned on his stool 
to look squarely in her face. “Aren’t you carrying 
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this sleuth business too far? You know perfectly well 
any one of us could have dropped it.” 

“But none of us did,” Ginny insisted. “The only 
people who were in the office after I ran the dust 
mop over the floor yesterday were Lucy and I. I 
didn’t drop it, and I know Lucy didn’t because she 
didn’t even carry a book home from school, and 
there aren’t any pockets in the dress she was wear- 
ing.” 

John smiled at her flushed face. “You're quite a 
detective, aren’t you? Don’t miss a thing. Wal now, 
podner,” he finished slowly. “How would it strike 
you if I said that little envelope was stuck behind 
one of the drawers in your mother’s desk? It could 
have got stuck to a bill in her pocketbook when she 
was out shopping sometime, and she might have put 
it in the drawer without realizing it.. Then when one 
of you slammed up the desk yesterday, it fell out. 
You didn’t notice it until this afternoon.” 

Ginny slid off the stool, her brown eyes flashing. 
“Oh, you make me tired,” she said. “Always have a 
logical explanation for everything, haven’t you?” 

She was silent as they left the store and walked 
toward the Shop. Suddenly she remembered some- 
thing else that might convince John. 

“Try to think up a logical explanation for this 
one, Mr. District Attorney,” she said. “When Grin- 
sler came in earlier he saw me hide the package of 
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dehydrated soup in my pocket.” She lowered her 
voice. “He demanded to know what the secret was, 
and when I didn’t tell him he was perfectly furious. 
He didn’t talk in that frozen-faced way of his at all. 
He was good and mad. And, oh!’ she gasped. 
“There was something else different about him that 
I didn’t realize until just now. He didn’t lisp once, 
John, when he accused me of being rude.” 

“I can imagine you were rude,” John said. ‘““Why 
did you feel you had to hide that innocent little en- 
velope from the man?” 

“TI honestly don’t know,” Ginny admitted. “I just 
didn’t want him to know I'd found it. I couldn’t tell 
you why. But he really scared me for a minute, John. 
He took a step toward me in the most threatening 
way and then suddenly he was all smiles again. Why 
was he so angry over that innocent little envelope? 
Please tell me that!” 

“It was probably your manner, not the envelope,” 
John said. “And as for his dropping his lisp for a 
minute—in the first place he doesn’t lisp nearly as 
much as you claim he does, and in the second place, 
if you were so excited’ yourself, how can you be sure 
that he didn’t lisp? You didn’t notice the lapse of 
lisp at the time,” he chuckled. 

Ginny set her jaw stubbornly as they walked up 
Main Street to Orchard. “This is positively the last 
time I'll ever discuss any of my suspicions with John 
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Blaketon,” she told herself. 

After they had gone two blocks in silence John 
said, hoping to make amends, “Do you honestly sus- 
pect Grinsler of ‘being a dishonest antique dealer, 
Ginny?” 

Ginny nodded her head mutely. 

“You may be right,” John said ‘soberly, “but I 
don’t follow your reasoning. If that’s true and he’s 
behind the missing candlesticks, he would certainly 
have taken all four of them and wouldn’t have re- 
turned any of them, would he?” 

Ginny refused to reply. 

“The same would apply if he’s simply dishonest 
and is masquerading as an antique dealer,” John 
went on. “As I said before, an ordinary thief 
wouldn’t have hesitated to take both pairs. when he 
had the chance.” 

Ginny arched her eyebrows and shrugged. “I 
don’t care to discuss the matter with you any more, 
John. You obviously know all the answers.’ 

“Tt isn’t that, Ginny,” John said quietly. “I just 
don’t want you to go off on a wild goose chase and 
get into trouble. If Grinsler is as disagreeable a char- 
acter as you seem to think he is, he might get danger- 
ously angry if he caught you in one of your sleuth- 
ing moods. Mike was plenty mad when he caught 
you with his keys that summer you were on Mr. 
Shultze’s trail, remember? It was lucky for you -he 
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and Shultze didn’t turn you over to the police.” 

Ginny stopped in front of the Shop, clenching her 
fists. “Now listen, John Blaketon,” she exploded, “‘if 
you ever bring up that silly Shultze episode again 
I'll have nothing more to do with you. I was hardly 
more than:a baby at the time, and it seems to me we 
all ought to be able to forget it now. You'll never 
let me live down that Shultze affair, and I’m getting 
sick and tired of it.” ; 

“I’m sorry, Ginny.” John gallantly held the door 
open and she swept past with her head high. “If you 
executives don’t need me,” he called from the thres- 
hold, “Pl go along home and finish waxing that 
table.” | : 

“Another one that almost exactly matches it was 
just turned in,” Lucy said, poking her head out of 
the office. “Why don’t you take it with you? They 
might be worth more asa pair.” 

John hung the little end table over one arm and 
turned to go. At that moment the door to the street 
was thrust open by a heavy hand and Officer Bill 
appeared. 

“Hello, boys and girls,” he greeted them as Lucy 
and Ginny came out of the back room in answer to 
the tinkling of the bell. “You people having any 
trouble?” . 

“Oh, no,” Ginny said hastily. If Officer Bill 
learned about the missing candlestick he would be 
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sure to tell her father. “Everything at the Swap 
Shop’s just fine.” 

“Well, there’s a sneak thief in town,” the big po- 
liceman said scratching the back of his head, cap in 
hand. ‘‘Shoemaker’s been missing all sorts of. odds 
and ends. It’s funny, but nobody else in town has 
had any trouble. I’ve been checking with all the 
other stores. I thought I might as well inquire in here 
while I’m making the rounds.” 

‘What sort of odds and ends?” John asked, frown- 
ing. 

“That’s the craziest part of it,” Officer Bill told 
him. ‘“‘Nothing of any importance. A pair of socks, a 
can of instant coffee, a shirt or two. One of the clerks 
even reported this morning that a pair of suspenders 
had disappeared.” He chuckled. “I suppose it’ll be a 
pair of pants next. Not that any of it makes much 
sense.” 

“That is queer,” John said. ““There’s some really 
valuable jewelry in Shoemaker’s too, isn’t there?” 

“Well, now,” the policeman said, ‘“‘no sneak thief 
could get near that. It’s always locked up in the safe. 
At least most of it is. They only keep a few pieces on 
display during the day, and that’s kept in a burglar- 
proof showcase. As a matter of fact,” he went on, 
“all the doors and windows in the store are equipped 
with automatic alarms, so I figure these little jobs 
are being done by a petty shoplifter.” 


“Well, There’s a Sneak Thief in Town.” 
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“What about that organ-grinder?’”’ Lucy asked. 
“He hasn’t been in town very long, has he?” 

“No, ” Officer Bill told her, ‘‘but neither has he 
ever been inside the store. He, with his wizened lit- 
tle face, could easily be spotted by the store’s detec- 
tives who are on every floor. And now that we’ve 
added some of our own plainclothesmen he wouldn’t 
have a chance.” He clapped his cap back on his head 
and turned to go. “It’s probably an inside job at 
that, and since Mr. Shoemaker’s well covered by in- 
surance I’m not going to work upa headache over it. 
So long.” 

“Instant coffee,” Ginny said more to herself than 
to the others. “Instant coffee and dehydrated soup. 
There’s some connection between the two.’ 

John left with Officer Bill and Lucy stared at her 
as though she had lost her mind. “What are you 
talking about, Ginny?” 

Ginny produced the little Cellophane package. “I 
found this beside the desk when I came in. Did you. 
ever see it before?” . 

Lucy shook her head. “‘No, I’ve never even seen 
that brand. Mother does buy dehydrated soups: 
sometimes to thicken a stew, but not that kind.” 

“This particular brand,” Ginny said, “is put out 
exclusively by Shoemaker’s store. I know because 
Mother buys the Pearly White canned goods by the 
case from them.” She slipped the envelope into the 
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pigeonhole of the desk with the puzzling scrap of 
paper. “Someday,” she said thoughtfully, “I’m going 
to fit those two pieces of the jigsaw together, but 
right now I must confess I’m completely baffled.” 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


GINNY’S THEORY 


The next day in the school lunchroom Ginny sat 
staring unseeingly at her plate of creamed chicken 
on toast. This was one of her favorite dishes, but to- 
day her thoughts were so concentrated on something 
else she could hardly eat. 

Instant coffee and dehydrated soup, she kept 
thinking. Main 10-30-50. A shoplifter. A practical 
joker. The organ-grinder. Mr. Grinsler’s lisp. 

Someone slid another tray beside hers on the 
long table and she looked up quickly. It was John. 

“Still mad?” He dropped into a chair beside her 
as he spoke. 

Ginny smiled. “No, not really. What do you think 
about the shoplifting at Shoemaker’s, John?” 

“I agree with Officer Bill,” he told her. “It cer- 
tainly sounds like an inside job.” 

“Maybe it’s a kleptomaniac,” Ginny said. “I hear 
they’re very clever and awfully hard to catch.” 

“Maybe.” John began to eat his roast beef hash. 
After a while he said, ‘It sounds like a crazy person 
all right. Kleptomaniacs, you know, just steal for 
the pleasure of stealing. Nobody in his right mind 
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would risk arrest for such cheap odds and ends of 
food and clothing.” 

“It must have been a man though,” Ginny said as 
she started on her dessert of peach pie and vanilla 
ice cream. 

“Not necessarily,” John said. “A woman klep 
would take anything she could snatch whether she 
could use it or not.” | 

“John,” Ginny exclaimed. “I’m sure it’s a man, 
and I’m almost sure the same man took the candle- 
sticks. Now don’t interrupt me,” she went on, hold- 
ing up her fork. “There was an example in my 
sociology book of a very rich woman who would go 
insane for a few hours at a time every now and then. 
When she came out of it, she would be horrified to 
find her pocketbook stuffed with stockings and jew- 
elry and all sorts of things. She would be very much 
ashamed and would return the stuff without letting 
anybody see her. That’s why nobody ever caught 
her. The clerks in the stores always thought the 
things had been temporarily mislaid. And of course 
nobody suspected a rich woman of stealing. Finally,” 
Ginny finished breathlessly, “she went to a doctor 
and got cured of kleptomania.” 

John nodded his head. “I read that case in class 
last year,” he said. “And it does fit in with the miss- 
ing candlesticks. A klep might very well have taken 
only two and in a normal mood made up his mind 
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to return them the first chance he got. But then, why 
didn’t he return both of them at once?” 

“I don’t know,” Ginny said. “I haven’t studied 
enough yet to understand an abnormal person’s 
mind.” . 

The bell rang then and as they joined the crowd 
that was leaving the lunchroom, John said, “Well, I 
don’t think an abnormal person took the candle- 
sticks. And I might as well tell you now, Ginny, I’m 
almost positive it was Mike.” 

“Mike?” Ginny turned around to stare at him. 

“Why on earth do you suspect Mike?” 

John laughed. “He’s not crazy, but he’s always 
cracking jokes, and I don’t think he’s quite forgiven 
you yet for swiping his keys that time which we’re 
not supposed to talk about. From the corner he 
could have seen you take the package from yout 
aunt’s carriage house to the Shop. He might even 
have been in the All Night Grill, which is right next 
door to your aunt’s, and followed you to Orchard 
Street. Then when he saw both you and Lucy leave 
the Shop, he might have gone over there to investi- 
gate. Seeing that you had left the key in the lock, he 
decided to play a trick on us to pay you back for 
spying on that man whose name shall not be men- 
tioned.” , . 

“Well, that does make a little sense,’ Ginny ad- 
mitted, 
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They separated in the corridor to go to their 
classrooms, John to workshop and Ginny to French. 
If Ginny’s marks had depended on her recitations 
the rest of that.day she would have flunked. She 
could not get her mind. off the mystery, and she 
sighed with relief when the final bell rang at last. 

Outside on Maple Avenue Babs was waiting for. 
her. She trundled her bike as she and Ginny walked 
along to Main Street. “You know what?” she de- 
manded. “John thinks Mike took those candlesticks, 
but I don’t believe it. I think it was Franklin who 
took them.” 

Ginny felt as though her head were swimming. 
Everyone had a different theory. It was all too con- 
fusing. “Why Franklin?’ she asked, bewildered. 
“He’s the last person-in the world who would have 
taken them. And next to me he wants them back 
more than anyone else.” 

“‘That’s what he says,” Babs went on mysteriously. 
“But I have an idea that those candlesticks aren’t 
really valuable at all. ‘The missing pair, I mean. Sup- 
pose Franklin lost, or even sold the valuable pair 
thinking your aunt would never miss them because 
she uses them so seldom. Then suddenly she asks for 
them. He’s caught red-handed, so he gives you a box 
of candlesticks instead of the knickknacks she said 
you could have. Then he steals one pair and im- 
mediately accuses. you of losing them. That fixes it so: 
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you'll get the blame, not he.” 

“I think you’ve lost your mind, Babs,” Ginny said 
impatiently. “In the first place Franklin has been 
with Aunt Betsy so long he’s practically a member of 
the family. He wouldn’t steal anything.” 

“He might have lost them though,” Babs insisted. 

“He might haye, but I doubt it,” Ginny sighed. 
“He gave me the wrong box by mistake. He’s just 
the opposite from Aunt Betsy, you know. She pre- 
tends to be deaf when she can hear a pin drop, and 
he is very nearsighted but refuses to wear glasses. 
That’s all there is to it. And if we don’t get the miss- 
ing pair back to him day after tomorrow he’ll tell 
Aunt Betsy, and she'll tell Dad and I won’t be al- 
lowed to have anything to do with the Swap Shop 
any more. Nobody seems to take this thing as seri- 
ously as I do because nobody else is so involved.” 

“J take it seriously, Ginny,” Babs cried impulsive- 
ly. “‘None of us would keep on at the Shop without 
you. I’ve been worrying and thinking about it all 
day, and finally I figured out that it must be Frank- 
lin.” 

“Well, you’re wrong,” Ginny told her, her voice 
sharp with fatigue and worry. “It doesn’t make 
sense. If he’s trying to shift the blame onto me be- 
cause he lost a valuable pair, why would he return 
one of them?” 

“That’s just the point,” Babs said firmly. “The 
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one he returned isn’t valuable. And it’ll just make 
matters all the worse for you if you try to pass it off 
us one of the set your aunt prizes so highly. I don’t 
think you ever had any of the set that could be sold 
for a thousand dollars. I think Franklin sold those 
pairs a long time ago.” 

“He would never, never have done such a thing,” 
Ginny insisted. “He might, of course, have stored 
them away and now he can’t find them. But even 
then I don’t think he-would deliberately try to get 
me into trouble. Anyway,” she finished triumphant- 
ly, “if you’re right, how could Franklin get back 
into the Shop to return that candlestick we discov- 
cred on Monday?” 

“I don’t know,” Babs admitted. ‘But for that mat- 
\cr, if John’s theory is right, how did Mike get into 
the Shop?” 

“That’s easy,” Ginny said. ‘““Mike being a janitor 
of an office building has a whole bunch of passkeys. 
Any one of them might fit our door.” 

“Well, PI bet Franklin has a couple of skeleton 
keys. Anyway, he could have had a.duplicate made 
that first day and returned the original afterward.” 
lsabs started to get on her bike. | 

“Wait a minute,” Ginny said. “I’ve got a theory 
of my own I want to investigate. Will you tell Lucy 
1 won’t be in the Shop until later? Both Whiz and 
John are working at home this afternoon, so if Lucy 
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wants you to stay with her, will you?” 

Babs nodded. ‘‘Okay. I hope you have luck. We’ve 
only got two more days.” She pedalled to the corner 
and Ginny cut across Main Street to the department 
store. She took the elevator to the executive. offices 
‘on the seventh floor and asked the receptionist on 
duty there if she could see Mr. Shoemaker. In a mo- 
ment the secretary appeared and led Ginny back 
into Mr. Shoemaker’s private office. 

“Hello, Ginny,” he said pleasantly. ‘““How’s busi- 
ness?”’ , 

“Fine,” Ginny told him, ‘“‘but I didn’t come to see 
you about that. I heard that things are being stolen 
from your store.” 

“That’s right,” Mr. Shoemaker said. “And we 
can’t seem to track it down. Are you having trouble 
too?” 

“Not exactly,” Ginny said evasively. “Have you a 
list of the stolen items?” . 

He slipped a piece of paper from the corner of his 
desk blotter and read the typewritten list out loud: 
“2 pairs of men’s plain black cotton socks, 1 men’s 
white shirt, 1 pair of men’s shorts, 1 pair of suspen- 
ders, 1 jar of instant coffee, 2 boxes of assorted crack- 
ers, 1 package of Pearly White breakfast cereal, 2 
cans of Pearly White evaporated milk, 4 packages of 
Pearly White dehydrated vegetable soup and | can 
of Pearly White corn beef hash.” He took off his 


“Hello, Ginny, How’s Business?” 


96 GINNY GORDON 


gold-rimmed glasses and smiled across the desk at 
Ginny. “The whole kit and caboodle doesn’t amount 
to more than a few dollars, but it’s annoying just 
the same.” 

Ginny was lost in thought. At last instant coffee 
and dehydrated soup were linked together! If only 
she could link them to Main 10-30-50, she was sure 
she would have the answer to the riddle. “How long 
has this stealing been going on?” she asked after a 
while. 

“Heaven only knows how long!” Mr. Shoemaker 
exclaimed. ““When the menswear department took 
an inventory at the close of shop Saturday afternoon, 
they reported that the first three items on the list 
was missing. Then on Monday the grocery depart- 
ment clerk reported that he was short the coffee, 
crackers and breakfast’ cereal. We immediately sta- 
tioned detectives in both departments, but since 
then the other items have been taken, apparently 
right under their eyes. I don’t understand it.” 

“Have you thought of a kleptomaniac?” Ginny 
asked. 

“Yes, we have,” he said, “but we’ve pretty much 
given up that theory now. If there were a klepto- 
maniac in a town of this size someone, would know 
about it, and I don’t think he would confine his ac- 
tivities to just one store, do you?” 

“He might,” Ginny said. “And nobody would 
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know about it yet if he’d only just come to Harris- 
town.” . 

“I suppose you're thinking of that organ-grinder,” 
Mr. Shoemaker said. “The police’ say he’s an honest 
enough fellow and furthermore, so far as we know, 
he’s never been in the store. He’s a rather distinct 
type and would stand out in any crowd, so I feel 
sure the detectives would have spotted him immedi- 
ately.” 

“How about Mr. Grinsler?”” Ginny demanded. 
“Nobody ever suspects him, but he’s a stranger in 
town too.” 

Mr. Shoemaker laughed. “Mr. Grinsler doesn’t 
look hke a man who would stoop to such petty 
thievery. I’ve never spoken to him but I hear he’s 
well-educated and is apparently a gentleman.” 

“But suppose he has moments of temporary in- 
sanity?’ Ginny went on, remembering with a little 
shiver how swiftly his manner had changed the other 
day when she had refused to tell him what she had 
slipped into. her pocket. “Suppose he’s a klepto- 
maniac and sometimes can’t resist stealing?” , 

Mr. Shoemaker leaned back in his swivel chair 
and clasped his hands behind his head. “I’m afraid 
he’s out of the picture completely, Ginny. The de- 
tectives tell me he has never honored me with his 
patronage. The very fact that he is a stranger would 
make him sufficiently conspicuous so that they would 
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have instantly spotted him at the menswear counter 
or in the grocery department. No,” he finished, 
“I’m afraid it’s an inside job, Ginny. One of the 
clerks in either or both of those departments. But it 
beats me how he—or she—is getting by with it right 
under the eyes of the detectives.” 

Ginny started to tell him then about the package 
of Pearly White soup she had found, but decided 
against it. He would only pooh-pooh the idea, she 
felt sure, that it had any connection with, the shop- 
lifter. As a matter of fact, she thought ruefully, I 
don’t see how Mr. Grinsler can be the one who’s 
stealing in Shoemaker’s if he’s never put his foot in- 
side the door. But, she added to herself as she went 
down in the elevator, I’m practically certain that the 
person who dropped the package of soup in our of- 
fice is the same person who dropped the scrap of 
paper in there. And that person, I know, is the one 
who took the candlesticks. 

Ginny walked on down the street and around-the 
corner to the Swap Shop. Her mind was still on the 
problem of the petty thievery when she absently 
opened the door. 

As she entered the Shop the little bell tinkled and 
Lucy poked her head out of the office. ““Where have 
you been, Ginny? I was beginning to get worried.” 

“Didn’t Babs tell you. I’d be late?’ Ginny de- 
manded. “I told her to.” 
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Lucy shook her head. “Babs didn’t say anything 
about you. She came in herself just a few minutes 
ago, all excited. Said she’d seen that old hermit who 
lives in that funny little cottage on the edge of town. 
He was in the hardware store and she waited for him 
to come out, and then she walked along Main Street 
with him, telling him about the Swap Shop.” 

“What was so exciting about that?” Ginny asked. 
“He never buys anything except staples once or 
twice a year and every now and then a couple of 
nails to keep the cottage from falling down on his 
head.” 

“I know it,” Lucy said patiently. “But Babs said 
he was once a famous stamp collector. A philatelist, 
I think you’d call him, if that’s the way you pro- 
nounce it. Anyway, he told Babs he has some very 
rare stamps in a glass frame that he’s willing to sell. 
He’ll give us twenty percent on anything we get for 
them.” She laughed. ‘“‘Maybe Mr. Grinsler would be 
interested in them. In that case we’d get commis- 
sions from both sides. See how smart I’m getting in 
business transactions?” she said, pointing to the 
motto on the wall. 

“You'd better stick to your knitting,” Ginny 
grinned. “I think there’s something illegal about 
taking two commissions on a deal. Besides, I’ll bet 
old Lispy Wispy wouldn’t know a rare stamp if he 
saw one in a museum.” 
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Lucy went on with her mending of the petit 
point covering on an old-fashioned footstool, and 
Ginny set to work rearranging the stock on the now 
crowded shelves. 

“T wish we'd find the kind of sugar and creamer 
Mrs. Haile wants. It’s about time we began to sell 
a few things. We just have to get that five dollars 
for the electric company. We’ll have to have light. 
It’s getting dark in here already,” Ginny remarked 
as she carefully dusted and rearranged the shelves 
of dishes. 

“Plenty of people come in to look,” Lucy replied. 
“They seem interested. Of course they may come 
back and buy later. Let’s turn on the light now. It’s 
getting too dark to work on this petit point any 
longer.” 

A few minutes later, just before six, John and 
Whiz came in. 

“‘Where’s Babs?”’ Whiz asked. “She was supposed 
to be home at five-thirty. Mother and Dad have gone 
to the City, and Babs and I planned to eat at the 
All Night Grill.” 

“I haven’t seen her since about four o'clock,” 
Lucy said. 

Whiz’s sandy eyebrows met in a worried frown. 
“Did she say where she was going?” 

“Yes,” Lucy told him. “Out to the other end of 
town to get some rare stamps from the hermit.” 
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“What did she want to do that for?’ Whiz 
groaned. “That old guy is nuts. He pretends to like 
living alone, but whenever he gets you cornered he 
talks your ears off. He’s probably telling her the 
history of every wing in his butterfly collection. I 
went out there on a Boy Scout scrap drive once, and 
he kept me standing around half a day listening to 
his blah-blah.” 

“I don’t think anybody could keep Babs Reilly in 
one place that long,” John said with a smile. “She 
probably decided the stamps were worthless and 
went on someplace else.” 

As they closed up the Shop they could hear the 
chimes in the church steeple striking six o’clock. 

“I can’t imagine what’s keeping Babs,” Whiz said, 
crossly. “Never knew her to be late to a meal before 
in all her life.” 

“T’ll bet that’s the answer,” Ginny broke in. 
“They say the old hermit is a marvelous cook and he 
prepares all sorts of delicious things on an outside 
charcoal stove. She’s probably lapping up roasted 
corn on the cob and grilled steak with him right 
now.” 

“That’s about what happened, I guess,” Whiz 
said, no longer worried. “The old guy. would do 
anything to keep her listening to his life history, 
which is just about as exciting as a nursery rhyme. 
I really can’t understand why he lives alone away 
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out there. He likes company and he likes to talk to 
people.” 

“Why don’t you come home to dinner with me, 
Whiz?” Ginny asked. “‘My family went to New York 
with yours, you know. It’s Lila’s day off, but she left 
sandwiches and salad in the icebox' for me. There'll 
‘be plenty for both of us.” 

“Okay, thanks,” Whiz said. “But it burns me up. 
Babs should have let me know. When she. gets 
through gorging she'll probably go to the All Night 
Grill, so P’ll stop off there and leave word where I 
am. Not that she deserves to know.” 

After supper they still had not heard from Babs, 
so Whiz called the grill and was told by the pro- 
prietor that he had not seen her. Thén Whiz called 
home, and receiving no answer, was frankly worried. 
“Babs is a scatterbrain,” he said to Ginny as they 
went out on the porch to look down the street, “but 
she never did anything like this before.” He went 
down the steps and picked up his bike. “I’m going 
to ride out to the hermit’s. I don’t like the idea of 
her being there all alone with that queer old man.” 

“I don’t blame you,” Ginny said. “Call me up as 
soon as you can to let me know that she’s all right.” 

Whiz started off on his bicycle and Ginny went 
back into the house. She washed the dishes and put 
them away. ‘When everything was in order, she sat 
down to study. In a few minutes, however, she closed 
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her books with a bang and went to look outdoors. 

“I just can’t do any studying,” she said to herself. 
“Where do you suppose Whiz is? And where is 
Babs? I do wish they’d call.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


THE CARRIAGE HOUSE 


When an hour passed and Ginny had received no 
word from either of the Reillys, she was really 
worried. 

“Nothing could have happened,” she kept saying 
as she tried to concentrate on her homework. “That 
old hermit’s perfectly harmless, although of course 
he is crazy.” . 

Crazy! The word started her off on another train 
of thought. Kleptomaniacs were crazy. Maybe it was 
the hermit who was behind the mystery! He didn’t 
have much money, so he might have really needed 
the men’s clothing that had been taken from Shoe- 
maker’s. He did his own cooking, so he could have 
taken the food. His tumbledown cottage was filled 
with all sorts of collections, so the old candlesticks 
might have appealed to him. 

When you stopped to think about it, the hermit 
would fit into the role of petty thief very well. Why 
hadn’t she thought of him before? He really had 
more reason and opportunity than either the for- 
tune teller or even Grinsler. It was strange no one 
had thought of him before. 
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“But that’s ridiculous,” she told herself. ‘‘He’s the 
Inost Conspicuous person in town, with that heavy 
beard and long gray hair that reaches down to his 
shoulders. He couldn’t have got by the detectives 
without being seen. I’d as soon suspect Franklin as 
| would the hermit.” 

And then she remembered what Babs had said as 
they left school earlier that day. Babs was convinced 
that Franklin had taken the candlesticks to get Gin- 
ny into trouble. Ginny closed her geometry book 
with a sigh. 

What was the use of trying to rack her brains on a 
theorem when her mind just couldn’t be kept on it. 
She might just as well put her mind on the mystery 
and see what she could work out. ; 

“T’ll bet that crazy kid has been spying on Frank- 
lin. I’m going down to the carriage house and ask 
him if he’s seen her.” 

It was eight-thirty and the street lights were being 
turned on as Ginny walked up the path to her aunt’s 
carriage house. She could see that the heavy folding 
doors were padlocked, so she guessed that Franklin 
had retired to his apartment on the top floor of the 
big house. She was just about to turn away when 
she thought she heard the sound of someone knock- 
ing and a faint cry for help. 

With her mouth close to the crack between the 
doors, she called out as loudly as she dared, “‘Is 


106 ‘ GINNY GORDON 


someone in there? Who is it? What’s the matter?” 

And then she heard Babs’s muffled voice. ‘Ginny! 
It’s me, Get me out quick! I’m almost suffocated! 
Hurry!” : 

“Babs,” Ginny gasped. ‘“‘What are you doing in 
there? What happened?” 

“T’m in the old wardrobe.” Babs sounded so faint 
and weak Ginny could hardly hear her. ““There’s no 
knob on the inside. I can’t get out. The air’s getting 
worse and worse.” 

“Don’t try to talk any more,” Ginny interrupted. 
“Save your breath. I'll get you out somehow.” 

She raced around the carriage house, trying the 
windows, but they were all locked. At last she no- 
ticed a little one, higher up, that was half open. I 
don’t dare wake up Aunt Betsy or Franklin, she 
thought wildly. They'd have a fit if they knew Babs 
had been snooping around. But I can’t reach it with- 
out a ladder. Oh, what'll I do? She hurried to the 
back yard hoping to find a box she could stand on, 
and then she saw an empty corrugated iron trash 
can which would serve the purpose. It was quite 
heavy, and she was terrified that Franklin would 
hear her as she dragged it around to the carriage 
house and carefully stood it on end beneath the 
little window. 

“Hurry, hurry,” Babs moaned as Ginny pushed 
open the window and wriggled through the narrow 
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space. 

“I’m coming.” Ginny hung by her hands from 
the sill for a second, then dropped to the creaking 
floor below. It seemed as though she must have 
made enough noise to wake the dead, and she stood 
still in the semi-darkness, waiting for a cry of alarm 
from the big house. 

Someone opened a screen and called out, “Who's 
there?” in a querulous voice. After a minute the 
screen was slammed shut, and Ginny hastily picked 
her way through the boxes and barrels to the old 
wardrobe that stood against the far wall of the car- 
riage house. Quickly she unlocked the wardrobe and 
freed Babs from her prison. 

Babs almost fell out into her arms and promptly 
burst into tears of relief. ‘Oh, Ginny,” she wailed. 
“I was so scared. I was sure I was going to die before 
anyone found me.” 

“Sh, sh,” Ginny cautioned. “Don’t try to tell me 
about it now. We've got to get out of here. Franklin 
may ibe dressing this minute to come out and in- 
vestigate. I tried not to make any noise, but it was 
such a drop from the window I couldn’t help it.” 
While she was talking, Ginny was piling boxes on 
top of each other so they could climb up to the sill 
and drop down on the other side. 

“Oh, oh,” Babs sobbed, “I’ll never be able to 
make it. I feel so weak and dizzy and my knees are 
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knocking together.” 

“You've got to,” Ginny whispered sharply. “You'll 
be all right. I’ll go first and help you down on the 
other side. When you get to the top, stick your head 
out of the window and take several deep breaths of 
fresh air. That'll stop the dizziness.” 

When Ginny was again standing on the trash can, 
she reached up and half dragged Babs through the 
window. “I feel all right now,” Babs said with a 
nervous giggle as they carried the trash can back to 
the yard. “I guess I was more frightened than suf- 
focated.” . 

“Sh, sh,” Ginny cautioned again. “I think some- 
body’s unbolting the back door. We've got to run 
like anything. If Franklin ever catches us—’’ They 
were on the corner of Main and Maple streets, try- 
ing to get their breath, before Ginny finished what 
she was going to say. “If Franklin had caught us we 
would have been in worse trouble than ever. As it is, 
he’s going to suspect something when he sees those 
boxes stacked up against the window on the inside. 
He’ll-wonder who was snooping around inside the 
carriage house all right. But he’ll probably think it 
was.some tramp looking for a place to stay all night. 
Whatever made you go there in the first place?” 

‘‘I was looking for those candlesticks,’ Babs said 
sheepishly. “I finally decided you were right. Frank- 
lin wouldn't have sold them, but he might have 
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stored them someplace and forgotten where. He’s so 
nearsighted I thought I might be able to find them. 
And then while I was looking I heard him coming, 
so I dodged into the wardrobe. I guess my weight 
made the doors swing shut, but when I heard that 
lock click I wasn’t worried because I didn’t realize 
until later that of course there wouldn’t be any way 
of opening it from the inside.” She sighed. “‘Aftersa 
while I heard him closing the windows and leaving, 
locking the doors behind him. Then I tried to get 
out and I couldn’t. It was the most awful feeling, 
Ginny! I pounded and yelled and pounded and 
yelled for what seemed like hours.” 

“It was hours,” Ginny said sympathetically. ‘““Whiz 
and I’ have been worried to death about you. We 
thought you were out at the hermit’s.” 

“I was going there,” Babs told her. “But just as I 
got on my bike I saw Franklin going into the big 
house for his afternoon tea. I remembered once 
when we were waiting to ask him something last 
mummer how long he was over his tea and toast, so I 
thought it was too good a chance to iiss.” 

“Well,” Ginny said, “now we’ve got to find Whiz. 
lic went out to the hermit’s looking for you about 
seven o'clock. It’s nine now. Let’s go into the drug- 
more and telephone your house and see if he’s back. 
lic should be there by this time.” 

They telephoned both the Reilly and Gordon 
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residences, but there was no answer at either place. 

“Tl call John,” Ginny said. “Whiz might have 
left a note and gone next door to wait for you.” 

“Oh, don’t, please,” Babs wailed. “If John hears 
about me being locked up in that wardrobe, he'll 
never stop kidding me. And if Whiz was really wor- 
ried about me, I think he’d wait home for me. Let’s 
go out to the hermit’s. He’s probably still there. You 
know how that old man loves to talk.” 

“It’s a long walk to the other end of town,” Ginny 
objected. ““Let’s go home for my bike. Where did 
you leave yours?”’ 

“With Mike in the Canton Building,” Babs said. 
“But we don’t dare go back for it now. We might 
pass Franklin on the way and anyway, Mike would 
be sure to tell our, parents on us for being out after 
nine.” ” 

'“Mike’s having his nine o’clock cup of coffee with 
Officer Bill now in the grill,” Ginny reminded her. 
“And we can go back on the Shoemaker side of the 
street so Franklin won't see us.” 

The girls. went over to the Canton Building. As 
Ginny suspected Mike was nowhere ‘to be seen, 
Babs’s bicycle stood at the entry and Babs took it 
without being questioned. 

“Tt’ll take much less time this way,”: Ginny said as 
she walked beside Babs who was leading her bicycle. 
“We'll soon be on our way.” 
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In a few minutes the girls were pedaling along 
the narrow street that led to the outskirts of Harris- 
town. This part of the town was not nearly as well 
lighted as Main Street, and it was so dark between 
the corner lamps that they turned on their bicycle 
lights. 

“I’m sort of scared to go out to that creepy old 
cottage at this time of night,”’ Babs admitted. 

“I’m not crazy about the idea myself,” Ginny said 
grimly. “But we’ve got to find Whiz and tell him 
you're all right. I’m beginning to get worried about 
him now. He should have been back a long time 
ago.” 

The street ended abruptly where a rutted country 
road began and after bumping along for a while, the 
girls decided to get off their bikes and trundle them 
the rest of the way. 

The uneven roof of the weird little bungalow 
was silhouetted against the sky as they turned into 
the hermit’s path. 

“It looks like the shoe, house that belonged to the 
woman with all the children in the nursery rhyme,” 
Babs giggled. “Oh, it’s dark inside. Whiz must have 
gone.” - . 

“We would have passed him on the road then,” 
Ginny said, and rapped on the door. There was no 
answer. 

“The hermit is as deaf as Franklin is blind,” Babs 
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said. “‘Let’s both knock.”’ She pounded on the door 
with her fists, shouting, “Whiz. Whiz. Are you in 
there?” 

“We'll break this old door down if we don’t stop,” 
Ginny said. “I don’t think anybody could be in 
there.”’ : 

“Let’s try the back door,” Babs said. ‘““Maybe the 
hermit’s asleep in his room over the kitchen.” She 
started around the house, walking carefully because 
it was almost pitch dark, with Ginny right behind 
her. ‘““Watch out,” she cried, swaying backward so 
suddenly that Ginny bumped into her. “There’s a 
big hole here. I almost fell into it. We'd better not 
take another step without a light.” 

“I give up,” Ginny said discouragedly. “Whiz 
must have gone home and we probably just missed 
him when we telephoned. Wait a minute,” she fin- 
ished excitedly. “I hear somebody coming.” 

They whirled around and sure enough, trudging 
along the path was the long-haired, bearded hermit. 
He was walking slowly with his head down and did 
not see them until Ginny shouted. 

“Hello there! We're looking for Whiz Reilly. 
Have you seen him?’ 

The hermit frowned at them:as they came closer. 
“Trouble, trouble,” he said, combing his beard with 
gnarled; dirty fingers. “Don’t have anything to do 
with people. They always cause trouble.” 


Cea Hh af - 
im TH ie HN a i 
“Watch out for That Hole!” 
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“You know me,” Babs said loudly. “I was coming 
out to get those stamps, remember? We're trying to 
find my twin brother. He came out here to look for 
me.” 

The old man shook his head. “He came out all 
right and got into trouble right away. Didn’t see 
that hole I dug beside the house and fell into it be- 
fore I could warn him. I told him you hadn’t been 
here, but he wouldn’t believe me. Had to go around 
in back himself and make sure I didn’t have you tied 
to a tree.” 

“Oh, dear,” Babs cried. “Poor Whiz. Did he get 
hurt badly?” 

The hermit didn’t hear her and began to cackle 
with high-pitched laughter. “I know what they say 
about me in town. They frighten little children. 
Tell them that if they leave home I’ll catch them 
and cook them for supper. I started that story myself 
years ago. I don’t want children hanging around 
here falling into holes.” 

- “Ts my brother all right?” Babs broke in at the top 
of her lungs. She wasn’t interested in the hermit’s 
story which wasn’t true. Not even the youngest child 
in town was the least bit afraid of the queer old man, 

Instantly he stopped laughing and said in a 
mournful voice, “I guess he’s as right as can be ex- 
pected. Was pretty badly shaken up by the fall. 
Twisted his knee and sprained his wrist. I brought 
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him inside and made him lie down and drink a cup 
of hot tea while I bandaged his knee. Didn’t like to 
touch his wrist for fear it was broken, but the doctor 
said it was only a bad sprain.” , 

“The doctor?” Ginny broke in. “Did Whiz have 
to go to a doctor?” . 

The hermit nodded sadly. “He wanted to go in 
by himself, but I thought it wiser if I went with him. 
He looked so white and he couldn’t have -managed 
his wheel by himself with his right arm in a sling.” 
He moved slowly past them to the door. “I left him 
with Dr. Hillman who was strapping his wrist. He’s 
probably home in bed by now where you should be 
if you had any sense. ‘Early to bed and early to rise’ 
is my motto.” 

The girls stared at each other as the hermit locked 
himself in. ‘For goodness sake,” Babs breathed. 
“We'd better hurry back and see just how badly 
Whiz was hurt.” 

“Nothing too terrible could have happened to 
him,” Ginny comforted her as they got on their 
bikes. “Otherwise he wouldn’t have been able to 
walk all the way back to town.” 

“That’s right,” Babs said, and added, “Great 
grizzly bears, Ginny! His right wrist! That probably 
means he won’t be able to finish fixing the radio for 
several days. And we counted on selling that radio 
to Mr. Trentor so we could pay the electric com- 
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pany before Monday.” 

“I wouldn’t worry about that so much,” Ginny 
said. “If only I could feel sure the other missing 
candlestick turns up by Friday.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


AN UNWELCOME VISITOR 


The next morning Lucy stopped by for Ginny 
and they walked to school together. “We had some 
excitement last night,’ Ginny told her. “I didn’t 
have a chance to do a bit of homework. Between 
our being so worried thinking Babs was lost and 
then finding her in the wardrobe in Aunt Betsy’s 
carriage house, and our ride out to the hermit’s 
place on that dark old road, then finding Whiz had 
sprained his wrist, I simply couldn’t keep my mind 
on geometry. There was something doing every 
single minute, Lucy. It was terrible! We just didn’t 
know which way to turn.” 

“I don’t wonder that you couldn’t study. You 
surely did have an exciting evening,” Lucy said as 
they hurried along. “But you can always expect 
something to happen when Babs and Whiz are 
around. Those twins! They’re always getting into 
trouble, aren’t they? What ever made Babs suspect 
Franklin?” 

“She thinks he lost a pair of valuable candle- 
sticks,” Ginny explained, “and is trying to pin the 
blame on me.” 
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“Why, that’s ridiculous,’ Lucy cried deridingly. 
“Franklin is certainly not your best friend but he 
wouldn't do anything like that, I’m sure.” 

“I agree with you,”.Ginny said. “But I honestly 
don’t know whom I suspect now.” 

_“T thought you were sure it was Mr. Grinsler,” 
Lucy said with a smile. 

“TI was,” Ginny said ruefully, “but I’m also sure 
the same person who took the candlesticks is stealing 
from Shoemaker’s. And Mr. Shoemaker told me yes- 
terday the detectives say old Lispy Wispy has never 
been in the store.” 

“T think the thief took the candlesticks too,” Lucy 
said. ‘And I’ll bet it was that fortune-telling organ- 
grinder on the corner.” . 

“Don’t be silly, Lucy,” Ginny said impatiently. 
“‘He’s never been in the store either.” 

“How do you know?” Lucy demanded. “Maybe 
he wears a disguise when he’s telling fortunes. Un- 
derneath that bandanna he could have hair as red 
as the Reillys’. ‘That drooping black mustache of his 
doesn’t look real to me, and he could: stain his face a 
dark brown very easily. If he. were dressed in ordi- 
nary clothes without the earrings I’ll bet nobody 
would recognize him.” . 

“Another theory,’ Ginny said wearily. “Everyone 
has a different suspect. At this rate we can’t even 
have majority opinion. I wonder who Whiz thinks 
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it is.” 

“Whiz probably thinks it’s the hermit,” Lucy 
giggled. ‘‘Just the same I'd like to know where that 
gypsy lives. There isn’t room at the Inn, and there 
just isn’t any other place.” 

“He can sleep in the station for all I care,” Ginny 
said. “I simply can’t take that little man seriously.” 

“He couldn’t sleep there,” Lucy objected. ““They 
would arrest him on a vagrancy charge. They're very 
strict about tramps in this town. I know because I 
asked Officer Bill yesterday if he thought a tramp 
might have stolen those things from Shoemaker’s. 
He said he hadn’t heard of a tramp’s being in town 
for years. And anyway, what would a tramp want 
with, your candlestick?” 

They hurried up the broad steps of the school 
just as the first bell rang. “Well, whoever it is,” 
Ginny said discouragedly, “I hope he returns that 
candlestick. today. Tomorrow Franklin will be after 
me and then I'll be in trouble!” 

The school day dragged on. The time seemed 
endless. Ginny didn’t have her geometry, French 
verbs had no rhyme nor reason, and even her favor- 
ite classes, math and bookkeeping, seemed uninter- 
esting. , , 

I certainly hope this mystery is solved soon or I’ll 
be getting poor marks, and if that happens, Mother 
will make me give up the Swap Shop, Ginny thought 
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ruefully as she tucked her books under her arm at 
the end of the day and hurried down the corridor. 

The minute school was out Ginny ran most of the 
way to the Shop, hoping against hope that the miss- 
ing candlestick would be there. Everything was just 
the way they had left it the afternoon before except 
that Ginny again had the feeling that something was 
out of place in the office. She had had the same feel- 
ing the day she found the package of dehydrated 
soup, and she stood in the entrance to the back room 
for several minutes trying to figure out what it was. 
As she stood there wondering, the little bell tinkled, 
and she whirled around to find Mr. Grinsler open- 
ing the door. 

“Why does he always come here when he knows 
I’m alone?” she wondered with a little shiver. “He 
can see the Shop plainly from his apartment on the 
top floor of the Canton Building. Maybe he watches 
us when we don’t know it. He seems to know when 
anyone comes or leaves the Shop. But why is he so 
interested in us and what we do?” 

“Good afternoon,” Mr. Grinsler said with a cor- 
dial smile. “I’ve noticed you have had quite a few 
customers even though you have had your shop 
open only a few days. How is business, my dear?” 

“Fine,” Ginny told him casually. She picked up a 
lovely inlaid sewing box. “I don’t know whether this 
is an antique or not,” she said, “but it was turned in 
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by Mrs. Arnold who is the richest woman in town.” 
She lifted the lid and showed him the silk-lined 
thimble and thread compartments. “It’s really beau- 
tiful, isn’t it?’ she went on, talking nervously now 
and wishing that Lucy would come in soon. “Mrs. 
Arnold said it belonged to her grandmother. Do you 
think it has any real value?” 

Mr. Grinsler’s thin fingers carressed the satinwood 
box. “This may be absolutely priceless,” he said. 
“But unfortunately, my firm does not handle such 
small items. We’re only interested in furniture— 
love seats, desks, spool beds, and the like. We leave 
the little trinkets to the smaller dealers.” 

“Oh,” Ginny said quickly. “Then that’s why you 
said the spinning wheel was worthless. Because, of 
course, it.is a genuine antique, you know.” 

Mr. Grinsler frowned. “Who: told you it was 
genuine? J told you it was an excellent reproduc- 
tion.” 

“I know,” Ginny said quietly. “But it isn’t. It be- 
longed to the twins’ grandmother. It has been in 
their family for generations.” She shrugged. ‘‘But of 
course if you’re not interested in that type of thing 
you wouldn’t know whether the spinning wheel was 
genuine or not.” 

“I would know.” There was an angry, threatening 
note in Mr. Grinsler’s voice as he brushed his little 
gray mustache. “I tell you, that spinning wheel’s a 
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fake!” 

Ginny’s spine was tingling but she said defiantly, 
“Really, Mr. Grinsler, there is no reason for you to 
get so excited. The spinning wheel isn’t for sale 
anyway.” 

“T’m not excited,’ he said, smoothing his pale 
face into a forced smile. “I just don’t like to be cor- 
rected by a chit of a girl. Somebody in the Reilly 
family could have sold the original spinning wheel 
years ago and substituted a reproduction. Things 
like that have happened, as you may or may not 
know. At any rate, I.am certain that this spinning 
wheel has no value whatsoever as an antique.” 

Ginny had no answer to this and suddenly she 
thought of the candlestick in the bottom drawer of 
the desk. Maybe Mr. Grinsler was an expert in an- 
tiques after all. If so he should be able to disprove 
Babs’s theory that Franklin had substituted worth- 
less pairs for 2 valuable set. 

“Wait a minute,” she said and went into the of- 
fice. The key to the desk, she noticed, was in the 
lock. Lucy really should be more careful, ‘she 
thought. She’s supposed to lock this every evening, 
but I'suppose in the excitement over Babs not show- 
ing up she forgot. 

She brought the polished PanCSsHE® to the front 
of the store. 

“This,” she told Mr. Grinsler, ‘‘we’re told, i is one 
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of a very valuable set of four. What do you think 
of it? Do you agree that the set may be valuable?”’ 

He shrugged. “Some people offer fabulous prices 
for anything which matches a pattern they are col- 
lecting. But it’s always a risk handling that type of 
thing. Unless you happen to find just the right per- 
son you couldn’t give it away. And then it is your 
loss. It isn’t wise in a business like this to carry any 
stock on your shelves that can’t be meeyy, turned 
over. I know that from experience.” 

Babs burst into the Shop then. “Gee, Ginny,” she 
cried, “I’ve been dying to see you all day.” She 
nodded to Mr. Grinsler and went on breathlessly, 
“T knew you’d be worried about Whiz spraining his 
wrist so he couldn’t finish fixing the radio. We’ve 
got a customer for it,” she explained to Mr. Grin- 
sler, “‘and we have to sell it before the weekend so: 
we can pay the electric company a deposit. Other- 
wise the lights will be turned off.” 

“Is this the radio?’ Mr. Grinsler asked pointing 
to the table on which it stood. 

“That’s right,” Babs said. “And thank goodness 
Whiz finished repairing it before he sprained his 
wrist.” . 

“Well, good luck to you,” Mr. Grinsler said pleas- 
antly and left the Shop. 

‘‘He’s really a very nice man,” Babs said. “I don’t 
know why you dislike him so, Ginny.” 


THE DISAPPEARING CANDLESTICKS 125 


“TI don’t know either,” Ginny admitted. “I guess 
he’s as harmless as Mike and Franklin and the organ- 
grinder anyway.” She grinned. “But he certainly 
loses his temper easily. I’d hate to be alone with him 
if he got really mad. He makes my flesh creep.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


TOO MANY SUSPECTS 


As Babs left the shop, Lucy came in. “I’m sorry 
I’m late, Ginny,” she said breathlessly, “but I 
stopped to talk to that organ-grinder.” 

Ginny laughed. “Did you get a chance to snatch 
off his drooping mustachios?” 

Lucy lookéd hurt, but she smiled. “I don’t think 
he’s a fake any more now-myself. He’s really very 
sweet, although he talks with such a funny accent I 
couldn’t understand everything he said. But I did 
find out where he lives.” | 

“Where?” Ginny asked disinterestedly. 

“He’s rented a room over the delicatessen store on 
the other side of Orchard Street, just beyond the 
Canton Building. He’s leaving town tomorrow, and 
I’m glad I spoke to him today because he told me 
something that I think may be important.” There 
was a note of such excitement in Lucy’s voice that 
Ginny began to get interested. 

“What did he tell you?” 

“Well, first,” Lucy began, “he asked me how late’, 
we kept the Shop open nights. I told him on week: 
days only until six. Then he frowned and mel 
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mumbling and muttering to himself. It seems that 
since those things were taken from Shoemaker’s the 
police have asked him a lot of suspicious questions, 
and he resents it. He worked himself up into quite a 
lather, waving his hands and complaining that it’s 
always the gypsies who get the blame if anything is 
stolen. Finally he calmed down and told me that 
last night he went out for a walk around nine 
o'clock. He stepped into a doorway for a minute to 
light his cigarette, and he saw someone go into our 
shop!” 

Ginny stared thoughtfully at Lucy. “It could have 
been Whiz, you know,” she said after a minute. “He 
might have stopped at the Shop to see if Babs was 
there before going all the way out to the hermit’s 
to look for her.” 

Lucy shook her head. “He said it was a man, 
Ginny, and a man who was moving very stealthily 
as though he didn’t want to be seen. Besides, Whiz 
couldn’t have gone into the Shop. He hasn’t a key.” 

“He could have borrowed John’s,” Ginny said. 
“And Whiz is so much taller than that little organ- 
grinder he could have looked like a man to him.” 

“Maybe so,” Lucy admitted. “And of course the 
thief might still be the gypsy and he just made up 
that story to throw suspicion off him. I honestly 
don’t know what to think.” 

Whiz came in then, limping a little and with his 
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right arm in a sling. But in spite of his injuries he 
appeared more cheerful than the girls. 

“Hi, girls,” he greeted them. “Why so mournful?” 

“Did you stop at the Shop last night?” Ginny 
‘asked him before saying hello. 

“No,” Whiz said. ‘““‘Why should I? Did you find 
fingerprints on another candlestick or something 
like that, Miss Detective?” 

“It’s nothing,” Ginny said quickly. She didn’t 
want to repeat Lucy’s story to Whiz who would be 
sure to make a joke of the whole thing and tease 
them. 

“I just came in for the iron,” Whiz said breezily. 
“Even if I can’t work on it for a few days, I can at 
least buy the parts I'll need.” He jingled some 
change in his pocket. ““Give me one of those petty 
cash vouchers, Ginny. I have no intention of letting 
the firm gyp me out of what I spend from my measly 
little allowance. This job should mean money in 
my pocket not out of it.” 

“You don’t have to spend your own money,” 
Lucy put in. “I forgot to tell you, but yesterday I 
sold a nest of ash trays for a dollar. Here’s fifty cents 
for you, Whiz, and now we can pay John back what 
we owe him.” 

Ginny briskly filled in a petty cash slip and made 
Whiz sign it. She handed Whiz a blank slip. “If you 
have to spend any of your own money, write down 
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the amount here,” she said. ““Then as soon as we 
have something in the treasury, you turn in the 
signed voucher and we'll pay you back.” 

“Red tape, red tape,” Whiz groaned, “If I spend 
ull my time signing little slips, I’ll never get any 
work done.” 

Grinning broadly, he picked up the iron with his 
left hand and departed, almost colliding with. the 
little organ-grinder who suddenly appeared in the 
doorway with the parrot on his shoulder. He smiled 
und bobbed his bandanna-covered head up and 
down. 

‘‘Nize leetle place you have here, ladeez,” he said. 
“I coom to make-a sure I no make-a mistake. No 
like-a to getta peoples inna troubles. Deze-a da place, 
now I am sair-tain.” He lowered his voice. “You 
know-a da man perhaps I see las’ night? Thees-a 
ladee she tell you what I saw?” 

“No, we don’t know who it was,” Lucy told him. 
“What did he look like?” 

The little man shook his head. “Sor-ree. I couldna 
nce so good.” His eyes fell on the highly polished 
radio. He ran his hands lovingly along the grain in 
the wood. “‘Dis-sa one for sale, no? I like-a to hear 
da muzeek at night. Da beeg muzeek, not leetle one 
like-a mine make.”’ 

Ginny laughed. “I’m sorry. It’s already sold, but 
| don’t think you could have afforded it anyway. 
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We're going to get fifteen dollars for it.” 

“Feefteen dollars?” The little man shrugged. “Eet 
is not so mooch for a nize muzeek box-a like-a dat.” 

The parrot squawked and flapped its wings. 
“Tony, he mus’ go now,” the organ-grinder said, 
moving slowly to the door. “I go tomorrow but | 
coom back one-a day.” 

“Good-by,” Lucy and Ginny said. 

The organ-grinder bowed as he backed toward 
the door and his earrings bobbed merrily. As he 
stepped outside, the parrot on his shoulder gave a 
farewell squawk and the bell above the door tinkled 
happily. . 

“He is a nice little fellow,” Ginny said, “but I 
don’t know whether to believe him or not. Anyway, 
John might have come back for something.” 

But at that moment John came into the Shop to 
bring back one of the end tables he had refinished, 

-“And did I hear my name?” John said as he 
stepped inside. ““Why are the Hustlers talking about 
their fellow member?” 

“Where were you last night at nine o’clock?” 
Ginny asked without preliminary explanation. 

“I was home. I didn’t go outside after supper, 
What’s this all about? Why do you want to know 
my whereabouts?” he asked. 

Lucy told him what the organ-grinder had séen 
before Ginny could stop her. 
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John grinned. “Oh, those gypsies. They are noto- 
rious liars and have such vivid imaginations you 
can’t believe half of what they say.” He sobered as a 
sudden thought came into his mind. “Maybe it was 
Mike at that, returning the other candlestick. Have 
you looked for it?” 

The three of them immediately made a thorough 
search of the crowded shelves, but there was no sign 
of the missing candlestick. 

“Oh, dear,” Ginny moaned. “And this is the last 
day, John! If it isn’t returned tonight, I’m in for it. 
What on earth can I do to keep Franklin from tell- 
ing Aunt Betsy?” 

“Don’t cross your bridges till you come to them, 
Ginny,” John advised with his slow smile. “By this 
time tomorrow all our troubles may be over. At least : 
we will have sold the radio and paid the electric 
company, and we might very well have returned the 
missing candlesticks to Franklin.” , 

“I wish I were as optimistic as you,” Ginny said 
mournfully. “I hope you’ll bring me flowers and 
candy in jail.” 

John bowed. “Every single day,” he promised and 
opened the door just as Babs came in. 

She was carrying a small glass frame in which sev- 
eral old stamps had been carefully mounted and 
labeled. 

“Lookee, lookee,” she shouted. “I just got these 
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from the hermit and he says they ought to sell for 
around fifty dollars apiece. He wants us to sell them 
on commission.” 

John clasped his forehead with both hands, 
“Don’t tell me you went out there again after all 
the trouble you caused last night!” 

“None of your business,” Babs said tartly. “Just 
because you’re two yeats older than I am doesn't 
mean I have to tell you everything I.do.” 

“Well,” John said mildly, “if you want to con- 
‘tinue being the official Swap Shop canvasser you'd 
better watch your step. If Aunt Barbara ever knew 
that Whiz went out to the hermit’s looking for you, 
your days in the Swap Shop would be numbered.” 

“Oh, John,” Babs moaned, “‘you’re not going to 
tell, are you?”’ 

“Of course not,” John said rather sternly. “But I 
think from now on you'd better confine your calls 
to friends and relations. We haven’t exhausted their 
supply of antiques, white elephants and what have 
you as yet,: ane you'll cause much less worry that 
way, little one.’ 

“Okay,” Babs said relievedly. “I'll be good, grand- 


pa. > . 
When John had gone she turned excitedly to 
Ginny and Lucy. “Guess what?” she burst out. 
“That hermit told me something that I think’s 


pretty important: You know he took Whiz into the 
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iloctor’s last night, and on his way home from Dr. 
H{illman’s he was crossing Main and Orchard and 
he saw someone going into the Shop! He said he 
stopped to watch, because if it had been some of us 
he thought we should be home doing our home- 
work instead of being out on the streets at that time 
of night. He thinks schoolwork should keep us busy 
wll the time.” 

Ginny and Lucy stared at each other. Then the 
organ-grinder hadn’t made up the story after all! 
He had seen someone enter the shop. 

“Did he say what the person looked like?” Ginny 
wanted to know. 

Babs shook. her red-gold pigtails. ‘““No, darn it, he 
could only see his back from the corner. But he posi- 
lively insists that the Shop had a visitor.” 

“How did he happen to mention it to your” Gin- 
ny demanded. “He didn’t say anything about it to 
us last night.” 

“I know,” Babs said. “I was telling him how glad 
| was that Whiz had fixed the radio before he hurt 
his wrist so now we could pay for our electricity, 
und he asked me if the radio was for sale. He looked 
kind of ashamed but admitted that he’d always 
wanted one except that he couldn’t bring himself to 
buy one from any of the big stores.” 

“Why, he hasn’t got any money anyway,” Ginny 
put in. 
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“T’m not so sure of that,” Babs said quickly. “He’s 
got an awful lot of stuff out there that he could sell 
for plenty of cash. Solid silver ornaments, inlaid 
vases and gosh knows what all. He’s even got six 
cups and saucers and the sugar and creamer to match 
that rosebud set Mrs. Haile wants. But he wouldn't 
part with them, except in exchange for the radio. 
We could do business with him all right if we had. 
a radio.” 

“Gosh,’’ Ginny breathed, “that’s too bad. Couldn’t 
you offer him something else in swap?” 

“TI described everything I could think of,” Babs 
said, “but he refused to nibble. Then I had to tell 
him the radio was already sold. He just shrugged 
and mumbled something about how he didn’t really 
want one anyway because early to bed and early to 
rise was his motto and he didn’t have time during 
the day to listen to one, although I can’t imagine 
how he keeps busy just pottering around that little 
old house of his. From the looks of the place you. 
wouldn’t dream he spent much time cleaning.” 

“When did he get around to tell you he’d seen 
somebody entering the shop?” Ginny asked impa- 
tiently. 

“I’m coming to that,” Babs told her. “After de- 
livering a little lecture on early hours he suddenly 
broke off with, ‘Who was that going into your Shop 
last night around nine o’clock?’ I told him I.didn’t 
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know, that we close at six on weekdays. Then he 
said, ‘I should think so! In my day boys and girls of 
your age had plenty of homework to do. And this 
was a man, not a boy, and he acted as though he 
didn’t want to be seen.’ That was all I could get out 
of him. Who do you suppose it was? John? He’s as 
tall as most men.” 

“It wasn’t John,” Lucy said. “We just asked him. 
It wasn’t Whiz either.” And then she told Babs 
what the organ-grinder had seen. 

“It couldn’t have been Mike,” Babs said. ‘He was 
having his nine o’clock cup of coffee with Officer 
Bill at that time. Ginny and I saw them in the grill 
when we went past on the opposite side of the street 
to get my bike.” 

“I know,” Ginny said thoughtfully. “And the 
thing’ I don’t understand is why we didn’t see the 
organ-grinder or the hermit or the man going into 
the Shop! And none of them seems to have seen us, 
although it was just a few minutes past nine when 
we crossed the street to the Canton Building. I 
don’t understand it.” 

“That’s true,” Babs said wonderingly. “Of course 
we were in an awful hurry, and we kept in the 
shadows because we didn’t want to be seen.” 

Ginny sat down at the desk and began making a 
list. “‘All this happened around nine o'clock,” she 
said and wrote down several names together with 
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their whereabouts at nine o’clock. 

“Mike, we know, was in the grill. Franklin must 
have been investigating the noise we made in the 
carriage house, because we saw a light in there when 
we went past. The organ-grinder says he stopped in 
the delicatessen doorway to light a cigarette. And 
the hermit must have been shuffling along from Dr. 
Hillman’s office on the other side of Main Street. So 
none of them could have been the man who broke 
into our Shop.” She stopped and looked up at Babs, 
chewing her pencil. ‘““Now here’s something. How 
did that hermit get home on foot, walking as slowly 
as he does, so soon after we got there? We went 
right out to his place and we rode bicycles.” 

“That’s easy,” Babs said. ‘“There’s a short cut 
through side streets, and besidés, we went to your 
house first for your bike, remember?” 

“That’s true,” Ginny said. “And we might have 
been knocking on his door a lot longer than we 
realized. Also,” she went on, ‘we don’t know for 
certain that the man broke into the Shop a few 
minutes after nine. Both the organ-grinder and the 
hermit said it happened around nine, so it might 
have been a few minutes before, when we were 
standing on the corner of Main and Maple Streets, 
wondering what to do. The clock was striking then, 
i remember.” She crumpled the list and tossed it 
into the scrap basket. “All of which means we don’t 
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know anything more than we-did before. It certainly 
is baffling.” 
“I give up,” Lucy said mournfully. “At this point 
I suspect Mike and Franklin and the organ-grinder 
and’the hermit and maybe even Officer Bill.” 
“And I,” Ginny said significantly, “still suspect 
Lispy Wispy Grinsler!” 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


THE TINKLE OF BROKEN GLASS 


Babs laughed. “I think you’re crazy, Ginny. 
You’re hipped on the subject of Grinsler, Why, he’s 
the oné person who wasn’t roaming around last 
night.” . 

“How do you know he wasn’t?” Ginny demanded. 
“All he had to do was wait until he saw Mike and 
Officer Bill leave for their coffee, then sneak across 
the street to the Shop. I’d like to know if he has an 
alibi for nine o’clock last night.” 

“Why don’t you ask him?” Babs grinned. “Here 
he comes now.” 

“Well, this time you girls can entertain the big 
sissy,” Ginny said, pushing them out of the office 
and slamming the door as the little bell tinkled. She 
sat there for a long time lost in thought. 

The door to the office opened and Lucy and Babs 
appeared. “Anyone seeing you sitting there would 
think you had amnesia,’ Babs said when she saw 
Ginny’s face. “I’ve never seen a more empty expres- 
sion.” 

Ginny looked up and laughed. “A girl can’t have 
any privacy with her thoughts any more,” she said. 
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“How long have I been back here anyhow?” 

“It’s six o’clock,” Lucy told her. “Time for juve- 
niles like us to be at home.” 

Ginny jumped from her chair and grabbed her 
coat. “Six o’clock! And Mother’s expecting dinner 
guests at six on the dot.” 

The three girls raced down the street and sep- 
arated for their homes. x 

It was a few minutes after six when Ginny came 
sliding up to her back door. She went directly to 
her room, washed and changed. At exactly six-fifteen 
Ginny was in the living-room meeting the dinner 
guests. 

“Ginny, we have been waiting for you; did some- 
thing happen down at the Shop?” 

“No, Mother. I’m sorry I’m late, but we were so 
busy we forgot about the time.” 

Ginny’s apology was accepted when her father 
announced, “Our daughter has become quite a 
business woman!” Mr. Gordon then outlined the 
activities of the Swap Shop. 

After dinner Ginny excused herself and went up 
to her room. The mystery of the Swap Shop occu- 
pied all her thoughts and it was difficult to chat with 
friends about any other subject. 

Ginny couldn’t get the mystery out of her 
thoughts. All night long she went over the clues and — 
suspects, but when morning came she was no nearer 
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a solution. 

“I’m going to stop in the Shop on the way to 
school,” she told herself as she hurriedly washed and 
dressed. “Maybe the candlestick was returned dur- 
ing the night; then our troubles will be over. I 
hope!” 

She bolted her breakfast and was about to leave 
the room when her father stopped her. 

“What’s wrong with you these days, Ginny?” he 
demanded, half stern, half smiling. “You eat like an 
absent-minded professor and you hardly ever honor 
us with your conversation at mealtime any more.” 

“Nothing, Dad,’ Ginny said quickly. “I’m in an 
awful hurry. Please, may I be excused?” 

Mr. Gordon glanced at his wrist watch. “It’s only 
eight-fifteen. Since when did you form the admir- 
able habit of arriving at school fifteen minutes be- 
fore the bell?” 

“Don’t tease the child, Donald,’”” Mrs. Gordon put 
in. “She probably wants to get there early so she can 
catch up on her homework. I don’t think she accom- 
plished much last night.” 

“I’m not teasing her, Virginia,’ Mr. Gordon said. 
“T’m merely interested. Up until she started that 
Swap Shop she ate as though she enjoyed her food. 
Furthermore, she generally had so much to say no- 
body else could get a word in edgewise. But of late, 
she sits morosely at the table, playing with her fork. 


THE DISAPPEARING CANDLESTICKS 141 


What’s on your mind, Ginny?” 

Ginny felt her cheeks flame. “Nothing, Dad, hon- 
est. I guess I’m worried about French. I haven’t been 
getting very good marks lately. 1 just can’t seem to 
catch on to those irregular verbs.” She hurried out 
of the room before he could say anything more. 

She hated desperately to keep anything from her 
parents, but this theft of the candlesticks was some- 
thing she had to figure out for herself. 

All the way downtown Ginny debated with her- 
self as to the advisability of going to her parents and 
telling them of the mystery of the Swap Shop. No 
matter what arguments she brought to bear on the 
subject, she tossed them aside with the decision that 
she would have to solve the mystery alone. 

Goodness, she thought as she unlocked the door 
to the Shop, hoping that.the missing candlestick 
would be there. I’ll have to be more careful. Dad 
suspects something’s wrong. A quick glance around 
the two rooms proved to her that the candlestick had 
not been returned. “Well,” she said, her shoulders 
drooping disconsolately as she trudged on to school. 
“Dad’ll know soon enough now. Franklin will tell 
Aunt Betsy this afternoon, and she’ll call Dad at the 
paper. I bet this is my last day with the Swap Shop.” 

Although the other days at school had dragged in- 
terminably, this one ended all too quickly. Ginny 
lagged behind Lucy and John as they walked toward 
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the Shop. She couldn’t face Franklin. What would 
she tell him? , 

Hot tears burned in her eyes. Nobody cares what 
happens to me, she thought feeling very sorry for 
herself. Lucy and John and the twins haven't got 
any worries. I’m the one who’s going to get heck this 
afternoon! ; 

As they turned the corner of Main and Maple 
streets she said, “Let’s wait for the light and cross 
to the other side. I don’t want to pass the carriage 
house. The longer I put off seeing Franklin, the 
better.” 

“You are worried, aren’t you, Ginny?” John asked 
‘with unexpected sympathy. 

“You would be too, if you were in my shoes, 
Ginny said defensively. 

John smiled down at Ginny’s neat brown and 
white ties. “I couldn’t get into them,” he said. “But 
we are all in the same boat with you. The Shop is 
responsible for the loss of those candlesticks, not you 
personally, Ginny. If the missing one doesn’t show 
up, we'll earn the money somehow arid pay your 
Aunt Betsy back.” 

‘Ginny gulped down the sob in her throat. ““That’s 
very nice of you, John. But I couldn’t let you do it.” 

“Of course you could,” Lucy said, tucking her 
arm through Ginny’s as they crossed the street. “‘No- 
body ever thought of it any other way. Even Whiz 
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who pretends not to worry is very upset about it all. 
I saw him in the lunch room today, and he looked 
up at me with a sad grin. ‘If that candlestick isn’t 
returned today, this is the last school lunch we'll 
have in a long time,’ he said. ‘And no more Cokes or 
bubble gum for Babs, poor thing. And how that girl 
does like to eat.’ ” 

Ginny smiled in spite of herself. “No matter what 
happens we’re not going to do anything so drastic 
as save our lunch money,” she said firmly. “I’ve a 
good mind to stop in at the paper now and tell Dad 
the whole story. Maybe he’d be willing to lend me 
the money.’ 

“Don’t cross your bridges until they’re hatched,” 
John said. “The day 1 isn’t over yet. Anything could 
happen.” \ 

Ginny cheered up a ‘little, but as they turned 
down Orchard Street her spirits drooped again. 
There was Franklin, waiting in front of the Shop. 

“Look, John,” Ginny said dejectedly, “there 
stands trouble. He must have had his eyes on the- 
clock all afternoon so that he could catch us the min- 
ute we came from school. Well, I guess this ends 
Ginny Gordon’s adventure with the Swap Shop.” 

“Don’t take it too hard, Ginny,” John said trying 
to cheer her. ““We’re all rooting for you. We'll find 
some ay out, you just wait and see. Maybe Frank- 
lin isn’t waiting for the candlesticks at all. Maybe 
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he has some other business.” - 

“Well, maybe, but I doubt it,” Ginny moaned as 
they neared the store and Franklin spoke. 

“Have ye got them candlesticks?’ he demanded 
before they could even unlock the door. “For if ye 
haven't I’m going to Missus. I warned ye, miss. If 
you'd stayed home and helped your mother with the 
canning and mending as nice girls should, ye 
wouldn’t have got into trouble.” He followed them 
through the door, mumbling incessantly. 

Ginny swept her eyes along the shelves and hur- 
ried into the office. She noticed that Lucy had again 
left the key to the desk in the lock and pulled down 
the flap and searched the drawers. The polished 
candlestick which they had wrapped in tissue paper 
to keep it from getting tarnished was still in the 
bottom drawer, but there was no sign of its mate. 

Whoever has taken the other candlestick seems 
intent on keeping it. The question that kept coming 
into Ginny’s mind was why? Who would want one 
antique candlestick and not its mate? 

Franklin was waiting to return the candlesticks to 
Aunt Betsy. If that good old lady ever knew what 
had happened to her favorite candlesticks—Ginny 
didn’t like to think of what might happen. As she 
searched, Ginny wondered why she had ever ac-. 
cepted those candlesticks from Franklin. She should 
have realized their worth as soon as she opened the 


——S 


————— 


“Have Ye Got Them Candlesticks?” 


146 GINNY GORDON 


package that first.day in the Shop. 

“What are ye looking for?” Franklin grumbled 
from the entrance. “Do ye think the spirits are going 
to bring back something ye carelessly lost?” 

“Miss Ginny didn’t lose them, Franklin,” John 
interrupted, coming into the office. “They were 
taken ‘by a practical joker. I’m sure they'll be re- 
turned before long. Give us a few days more, won’t 
your I always thought you were a good sport, Frank- 
lin.” 

Franklin flushed with pleasure at the compliment. 
He had always liked John and shared with him his 
love of cabinetmaking. In fact, it was Franklin who 
had taught John when he was a little boy how to 
work with a plane and a chisel and saw. 

“Well, now, boy,” he said reluctantly, “it seems 
to me that I’ve been a good sport long enough. Ye’ve 
had a week. Missus will be after me any day now. 
I'll not take the blame for another’s misdeeds, mind 
you,” . 

“We don’t want you to do that, Franklin,” Ginny 
put in. “The minute Aunt Betsy asks for the candle- 
sticks, you can tell her it’s my fault they're missing. 
But won’t you please wait until that happens?” 

Franklin shifted his weight from one foot to the 
other, fingering the ragged buttonhole on his thread- 
bare jacket. His leathery old face’ was wrinkled in 
thought, and his lips moved in wordless little hisses 
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over his few remaining teeth. 

“You don’t want to be a tattletale, Franklin,” 
John said with quiet emphasis. “Especially since if 
you go to Mrs. Wainwright with the story before it 
is necessary you will share in the blame. After all, it 
was originally your fault that Ginny took the wrong 
box.” 

Ginny held her breath to keep from sighing with 
relief as she saw from the expression on Franklin’s 
face that this remark had reached the weak spot in 
his argument. 

“To be sure, to be sure,” Franklin said, shuffling 
toward the door. “I wouldn’t want to get anybody 
into trouble if I don’t have to. I thought Miss Ginny 
was playing a trick on me, but if it’s. the work of 
another half-witted clown, I'll not say anything until 
after the weekend.” 

As the door closed behind him Ginny burst into 
hysterical laughter. “I.am_a half-witted clown, John. 
Why didn’t I realize all along that Franklin’s in this 
mess as much as I am?” 

“It never occurred to me that you didn’t,” John 
said with a smile. “You can be sure that Franklin 
will keep mum until the very last minute. Your 
aunt has him even more terrorized than she has 
everybody else.” 

Whiz and Babs arrived then and were equally re- 
lieved to hear that Franklin had agreed to give them 
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a few days’ grace. 
“Gleeps!”’ Whiz cried, “we saw him from the cor- 
ner and decided to wait there until the storm was 
over. I was afraid I’d lose my temper and tell the old 
guy Babs’s theory that he sold the valuable candle- 
sticks in the first place and gave Ginny another set 
so she’d get the blame.” 

John whistled. “I never heard that theory,” he 
said, “and I’m glad I didn’t. Between the two I 
think I’d take Lucy’s ghost instead of Franklin. He’s 
just about the most honest person alive.” 

Lucy tossed her shoulder-length blond bob. 
“Speaking of ghosts,” she said, “maybe it was old 
man Shoemaker the organ-grinder and the hermit 
saw coming in here night before last.” 

John stared aghast at her. “Did the hermit see 
someone breaking in, too?” 

“That’s right,” Ginny told him. “I don’t think 
they could both make up or imagine the same story, 
do your” 

“Stranger things have happened,” Whiz said in a 
sepulchral voice. “When graves gape and restless 
spirits stalk abroad, we mortals should. hide under 
our beds instead of lurking in old wardrobes in a 
carriage house!’’ 

“Stop it,” Babs shouted. “Whiz, I think you're 
mean.’ 

“What's this about old wardrobes?” John asked 
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with a puzzled frown. “Nobody ever tells me any- 
thing any more.” 

Whiz pointed a freckled finger at Babs’s flushed 
face. “‘My fat twin here,” he said, “decided to do 
some sleuthing on her own hook. Not being the girl 
genius our Ginny is, she promptly got into trouble. 
She'd better carry an oxygen tent with her the next 
time she spies on Franklin.” 

“None of this makes any sense to me,” John said, 
bewildered. Before he could ask any more questions, 
the bell tinkled and Mr. Trentor came into the 
Shop. | 

“Hello,” he said. “I came for my radio. Is it in 
good shape, boys?” He stared at Whiz’s bandaged 
wrist. “What did you do, break your arm fixing that 
radio?” 

Whiz grinned. “Not quite that bad, but it’s work- 
ing like a dream, Mr. Trentor. I'll plug it in this 
outlet so you can test it.” 

Mr. Trentor sat down on a stool and lighted a 
cigarette in anticipation. “Hope the tone’s as good 
as you claim it is,” he said as Whiz twirled the dials. 
“I’m a great music lover and have a very sensitive 
ear.” | 

Whiz turned the switch on and off several times 
with his left hand and moved the dials from station 
to station. Not a sound came out of the radio. Little 
beads of perspiration dotted his upper lip. ““That’s 
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funny,” he said softly, “it was working perfectly 
yesterday.” 

Mr. Trentor moved restlessly. “Perhaps it needs 
a little more tinkering,” he said. . . 

“Maybe the electricity is turned off,” Ginny broke 
in suddenly. “They promised to wait until Monday, 
but they might have forgotten.” She pressed the wall 
button near the entrance and the overhead lights 
flashed on. 

“It can’t be the electricity,’ John said. “And I 
can vouch for the success of Whiz’s tinkering. I 
know the radio was in perfect condition last night.” 

“Oh, I do hope nothing has happened to that,” 
Lucy sighed. “Such strange things—’’ But she said no 
more as she caught Ginny’s warning glance. . 

“T’ll try another outlet.” Whiz pulled out the 
plug, and with John’s help they lifted the radio from 
the table. At that moment there was the tinkle of 
broken glass inside the cabinet. . 

“Oh gleeps,” Whiz groaned. “That sounds like 
the tubes! Somebody's been fooling with this thing.” 
He twisted his head over one shoulder to face the 
girls accusingly. “Did one of you knock it over or 
something when you were cleaning up?” 

Lucy and Ginny shook their heads. “Nobody has 
touched it since you brought it in,” Ginny said. 
“We did feel like playing it a couple of times, but 
we didn’t dare.” 
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The boys put the radio back on the table. “Gee, 
I’m sorry,” Whiz said. “I don’t know how long it 
will take me to repair it now with this wrist.” 

-“T’m sorry too.”” Mr.’Trentor got. up and started 
for the door. “I was looking forward to having it 
this weekend. Well, maybe not too much is wrong 
with it. Let me know when it’s worhEnS: I'll have a 
check ready for you.” 

When he had gone, Whiz set his jaw angrily. “Td 
like to know who smashed the works,” he said hotly. 
“I'd like to get ‘my good hand on that funny guy. 
I’d wring his neck.” 

. “Nobody touched that radio that I know of,” 
Lucy cried. ““We all knew what the sale of the radio 
meant to us here in the Shop.” 

“Some outsider must have tampered with it,” 
Ginny explained. ““There have been so many people 
in here looking at it lately.” 

Wild, jumbled thoughts raced through Ginny’s 
mind. The organ-grinder had wanted to buy the 
radio, and so had the hermit. Had one of them 
wrecked it out of spite? 

It seemed impossible that any at the customers 
could have broken the radio. Several' had looked at 
it, of course, but none had handled it. Then, too, 
if someone had broken it while any of the Hustlers 
had been around, they would have heard the break- 
ing of the glass. Someone had been in the store dur- 
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ing the night. Who could it have been? And did 
this breaking of the radio have any connection with 
the candlesticks that seemed to disappear and then 
appear at such strange times? And where in the 
picture did the package of dehydrated soup fit? 
Ginny was bewildered. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


A GHOSTLY SWAP 


Even John. who rarely lost his temper was in a 
white-hot rage. “This is carrying the joke too far,” 
he said evenly. “If Mike thinks he can get by with 
this trick, he’s got another think coming. I’m going 
over there now and tell him where he gets off!” _ 

“Wait a minute, John,” Ginny interrupted. “You 
know perfectly well Mike would never do such a 
thing. If you accuse him you'll only make him mad, 
and I wouldn’t blame him if he had a fit.” 

“That’s right, John,” Whiz said, cooling off slow- 
ly. “The guy who wrecked the radio is no friend of 
ours. And Mike is. Why, it was he who got us the 
customer for it in the first place.” 

“That’s just the point,” John said, slow to anger 
but equally slow regaining his temper. “He planned 
the whole thing from the beginning. If this is his 
idea of a joke, he’d better be told a thing or two!” 

“Why must you be so stubborn?’”’ Ginny asked 
impatiently. “I never did think it was Mike. How 
can we suspect him more than the organ-grinder or 
the hermit. Both of them saw the radio and wanted 
to buy it. Maybe one of them wrecked it out of 
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spite,” she finished. “I wouldn’t put it past that 
crazy hermit. He’s supposed to hate people anyway.” 

Gradually John calmed .down. “I suppose he 
could have got in here somehow and smashed it,” he 
said soberly. “But then the person who wrecked the 
radio is not the same one who took the candlesticks. 
It just couldn’t be the same person. Someone else 
must have been in here too.” 

‘That doesn’t follow necessarily,” Babs put in. 
“The hermit’s cottage is filled with all kinds of collec- 
tions. I counted twelve different silver candlesticks 
of all sizes and shapes when I was out there yester- 
day. I didn’t think much about it at the time be- 

cause he’s got so many other collections. But he 
might have seen the key in the lock last Friday and 
decided to add our candlesticks to his. When he 
found they were exact duplicates he returned one of 
them.” é 

“That s the most sensible explanation I’ve heard 
yet,” Ginny said. Except, she added to herself, he 
couldn’ t be the same person who dropped that scrap 
of paper and the package of dehydrated soup. Maybe 
there is no connection between them and the mys- 
tery, but somehow I think there ts. 

“I doubt if the hermit would be mean enough to. 
wreck the radio,” John was saying slowly. “He’s 
really a nice old guy, and although he pretends he 
doesn’t like people, he’s always glad enough to have 
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visitors.” 

“Well, he was awfully disappointed yesterday 
when I told him we had already sold the radio,” 
Babs insisted. “I just about offered him everything 
clse in the shop for the rosebud pattern sugar and 
creamer, but he would have none of it.” 

“Did you get a chance to examine any of his 
candlesticks, Babs?’ Ginny asked. “Were any of 
them the same pattern as Aunt Betsy’s?”’ 

Babs shook her head ruefully. “I wouldn’t know 
that pattern if I saw it,” she admitted. “I never had 
a good look at the one that was returned after you 
polished it.” 

Ginny hurried into the office and came back with 
the candlestick in her hand. “Then you'd better get 
familiar with it now,” she said. ““This is important. 
We’ve got to find the other one, and if you saw one 
like it at the hermit’s we'll go right out now with 
Officer Bill and make him give it back.” 

She unwrapped the tissue paper and gave a little 
gasp. The candlestick she had brought from the of- 
fice was not the one Lucy had carefully polished. It 
was its tarnished mate! 

Ginny sank down on the stool, weak with amaze- 
ment, and Lucy cried out, “Oh, oh, now I know it’s 
Mr. Shoemaker’s ghost. He’s trying to make us leave 
him in peace in the store where he died.” 

John reached over and took the tarnished candle- 
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stick from Ginny’s fingers. “It couldn’t have got in 
this shape since Monday,” he said quietly to Whiz, 
and added to Lucy, “Are you sure you polished it 
the other day?” 

“Of course,” Lucy told him in a shaking voice. 
“Only a ghost could have brought the tarnish back 
so quickly.” 

Ginny took a deep breath. “Don’t be ridiculous, 
Lucy. This is the one we’ve been looking for all 
week. Somebody switched them!” 

John rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Are you posi- 
tive it’s the mate, Ginny? Is the pattern exactly the 
same?” 

“Absolutely,” Ginny told him. She pointed to the 
monogram. ‘“Those initials are on all of my great, 
great, grandmother’s wedding silver. Mother has the 
teaspoons, that match it, although they’re so fragile 
we never use them.” 

“That settles it,” Whiz exclaimed. “The person 
who wrecked the radio also switched the candle- 
sticks last night after we closed shop. But who? And 
why?” 

“It must be as Lucy says,” Ginny replied. “Some- 
one wants to make us give up the Shop. Whoever it 
is, is trying to force or frighten us out of business.” 

“That’s the answer all right,” John said. “But 
who in this town cares whether we use the shop or 
not?” 


“Ts the Pattern Exactly the Same?” 
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“The ghost of old Mr.-Shoemaker,”’ Babs said 
with a little shiver. “I’m beginning to believe in it 
myself. What were those bumping noises like you 
heard the first day, Lucy? Did you hear a rattle of 
chains too? Ghosts always drag chains around behind 
them.” 

“I did hear a sort of creaking sound just before I 
heard the bump,” Lucy told her. “I didn’t say any- 
thing about it before because I was afraid you'd all 
make fun of me.” 

“Come to think of it,” Ginny said thoughtfully, 
“T heard a creak too. I was sure it was someone’s car 
brakes out in the street, so I didn’t connect it with 
the bump I heard right afterward.” 

“What kind of a bump?” Babs persisted. 

“As though somebody had dropped something 
heavy in the office,” both girls said together. “It 
didn’t sound much like thunder,” Ginny admitted, 
“but I thought that’s what it must be since. there 
was no one in the office. I was really scared for a 
-minute,” she added, half laughing, half serious. “I 
dashed out of the Shop and I guess I was in such a 
hurry to get away from there I left the key in the 
lock without realizing it.” 

John and Whiz had been listening to the girls’ 
conversation in silence. After a while John said, 
“Well, there’s one thing we can be sure of. No ghost 
took the candlesticks or smashed the radio tubes. 
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You might be able to talk me into believing old 
Mr. Shoemaker bumps around in here dragging in- 
visible. chains after him and trying to scare people 
who use this shop. I might believe something as 
ridiculous as that, but that’s as far as I’ll go.” 

“Me too,” Whiz agreed. “If I go that far. I think 
I'll pay a little visit to that hermit. He seems like 
our best bet to me.” , 

“You're right.” John glanced at his wrist watch. 
“It’s almost six now. Let’s go home for an early 
supper and then I can pick up my bike and go with 
you.” . 

“I’m starved,” Babs told Ginny and Lucy. ‘Mind 
if I eat now? Then_I can stay in the Shop while you 
two go to dinner. Not,” she added shudderingly, 
“that I’m crazy about the idea of being here alone. 
‘The things that have been happening around here 
lately are beginning to make me scared too.” 

“You have nothing to worry about,” Whiz assured 
her as they left the Shop. “I have a good idea we'll 
clear up the mystery tonight. I’d like to smash the 
glass frames on that guy’s butterfly. collection and 
see how he likes it.” 

When they were alone in the office, Ginny said to 
Lucy, “Of course it wasn’t a ghost and I’m just as 
sure it wasn’t the hermit.” 

“He couldn’t have made those bumping and 
creaking noises without our seeing him,” Lucy 
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agreed. 

“And,” Ginny went on as she reached into the 
desk for her clues, “there was no reason for him to 
go into the office, so how could he have dropped 
Main 10-30-50 or the dehydrated soup?” 

“He might have dropped the soup when he re- 
turned the first candlestick,’ Lucy pointed out. 

“No,” Ginny said firmly. ““The candlestick was 
returned on Monday and I found the soup on Tues- 
day. I can’t prove any connection between all the 
mysteries yet, but I'll bet Grinsler is the missing 
link!” , . 

“Why not the organ-grinder?’”’ Lucy demanded. 
“He wanted to buy the radio too and he left town 
early this morning. He could have smashed the 
tubes and switched the candlesticks last night. He’s 
certainly a suspicious-looking character. He prob- 
ably wears that disguise to conceal his real activi- 
ties.” 

“He’s completely out of the picture,” Ginny told 
her. “He didn’t arrive until Saturday morning. I 
checked with Officer Bill on that. So he couldn’t 
have taken the candlesticks last Friday. It has to be 
someone else who has been here at least a week or 
more to plan the theft.” 

“Then that’s that,” Lucy said and settled back in 
her chair to devise another solution. She began to 
check off the suspects on her fingers. “It wasn’t Mike 
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or the hermit and there are no such things as ghosts, 
so it must have been Grinsler unless it’s somebody 
we've never even thought of.” 

Ginny shook her head. ‘“There were only a few 
people who knew how important that radio sale was 
to the success of our business. And Grinsler was one 
of them! Babs blurted it out yesterday when he was 
here.” 

“That does sound suspicious,” Lucy said. “What’ll 
we do, Ginny? Tell Officer Bill?” 

“Heavens no,” Ginny gasped. “We haven’t any 
proof. John and Whiz_can waste all the time they 
want with that harmless old hermit, but I’m going 
to investigate the top floor of the Canton Building! 
It has to be done now and I’m going to do it as soon 
as possible. I have to see that top floor!” 

“Oh, Ginny, you wouldn’t dare!” Lucy looked 
shocked. “You'll get into terrible trouble. Suppose 
Grinsler or Mike caught you? Remember how mad 
Mike was when he caught you spying on Mr. 
Shultze!”’ 

“That,” Ginny interrupted, “was an entirely dif- 
ferent matter. I was playing a kid’s cops and robbers 
game then, but now I’m serious. What’s more I’m 
going to try to find some clues this, very night.” 

“What sort of clues?’ Lucy wanted to know. 

“Well,” Ginny explained, ‘‘on every floor of the 
Canton Building there are big trash baskets which 
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Mike empties every morning. I’m practically certain 
that it’s Grinsler who has been stealing from Shoe- 
maker’s, and if J can find any boxes or cans with 
Pearly White labels in the fourth floor trash can, 
then I’ll be absolutely certain.” 

Lucy sighed. ‘‘It’s all over my head. Anybody else 
in the building might have bought something from 
Shoemaker’s with a Pearly White label. That’s per- 
fectly natural. I can’t see -what’s so strange about a 
simple grocery purchase.” 

Ginny shook her head. “Nobody else in the build- 
ing cooks or eats there. And anyway, Grinsler’s 
apartment is the only one on the top floor. It has to 
be Grinsler. He has always acted strangely and I’ve 
never been able to trust him.” 

“But why on earth would Grinsler steal such silly 
little things?”’ Lucy demanded. 

“That I don’t know yet,’ Ginny admitted. “And 
neither do I know yet how he manages to take 
things without being seen. But one thing I am sure 
of is that for some reason he’s trying to make us 
give up the Swap Shop.” 

“But why?” Lucy asked. “Why should Grinsler 
care whether we stay in business or not?” 

“I have no idea,’”’ Ginny said impatiently. “And I 
never will solve the mystery unless I get some more 
clues. That’s why I’ve got to search that trash can 
tonight.” 
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“Oh, please, Ginny,” Lucy begged. ‘Wait at least 
until John comes back and make him go with you. 
He is ‘so sensible, he’ll see that nothing happens to 
you. You must wait for him.” 

“John is just about the last person I want to know 
about it,” Ginny said firmly. ‘I’m sick and tired of 
the way he and Whiz can never seem to stop talking 
about that Shultze episode. Besides, I could never 
make John believe in my theory.” She lowered her 
voice. “The point is this. Grinsler is no more inter- 
ested in antiques than Whiz is, and he cares about 
nothing unless it’s run by electricity. If Grinsler 
really represents an antique firm, he would have 
called on my Great-Aunt Betsy, John’s grandmother 
and Mrs. Arnold long before this. They're the 
town’s oldest and richest residents, as he could have 
found out by asking a few questions the first hour 
he arrived.” 

“How do you know he hasn’t called on them?” 
Lucy looked bewildered. 

“I asked Mrs. Arnold and old Mrs. Blaketon my- 
self,” Ginny told her. “And I’m sure Franklin would 
have said something to me about it if an antique 
dealer had been to see Aunt Betsy. He would have 
used it as an excuse to get the candlesticks back 
sooner in case she changed her mind about selling 
them. So you see Grinsler is a phony as I said from 
the very beginning.” 
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“You certainly were right,” Lucy said admiringly. 
“You must have some sort of a sixth sense.” 

“I have.” Ginny laughed. “It’s the shivers that 
run up and down my spine whenever he comes near 
me. I’d sooner be alone in this place with old Mr. 
Shoemaker’s ghost, chains and all, than Grinsler. He 
gives me the creeps, and though I’ve tried to laugh 
it off by making fun of his lisp and that silly little 
mustache and how pale and thin he is, I’m sure now 
that he’s an. evil person and he’s in this town for no 
good reason.” 

“I’ve got the shivers now,” Lucy gasped. “You 
mustn’t search the top floor trash can alone, Ginny. 
I'll go with you, although I’ll be so scared I won't 
be much good.” 

“Great,” Ginny cried. “That’s what I wanted you 
to say. This is my plan. Instead of going back to the 
Shop after supper, we'll stop by and have a chat with 
Mike about that old office equipment he said we 
might be able to sell. It’s probably down in the base- 
ment, and while he’s showing it to you, I’ll dash up 
to the top floor and take a look at what’s in the 
trash can. Your job is to keep Mike talking until I 
get through. Does that suit you?” 

“It doesn’t exactly suit me,” Lucy said with a 
nervous giggle, “but I’m certainly not going to leave 
you in the lurch at a moment like this. After all, you 
are my best friend.” 
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Several customers came in then. They were older 
people Ginny and Lucy knew very well, obviously 
paying a visit out of curiosity. Although they care- 
fully examined everything on the shelves and talked 
for what seemed like hours, they finally left without 
buying anything. ‘They had mentioned the courage 
of the young people in opening a shop of this type. 
‘They even marveled at the variety of items on the 
shelves. Every antique was discussed at length, but 
they all left without making any purchases. 

“That makes me mad,” Ginny said impatiently. 
“After taking up all that time you’d think Mrs. 
Renshaw could have parted with five dollars for that 
sewing box she admired so much.” 

“I was sure she was going to buy it when she 
opened her purse that time.” Lucy laughed. “I could 
have screamed with disappointment when she took 
out her lorgnette instead of her wallet.” 

“By the way,” Ginny interrupted. “What do you 
suppose happened to Babs? I thought she was com- 
ing back to relieve us right after supper. I’m getting 
hungry.” 

“I am too,” Lucy said. “Why, it’s after eight! I 
wonder what’s keeping the boys. It shouldn’t have 
taken them all this time to examine a dozen candle- 
sticks.” 

“John probably had a flat,” Ginny said. “He uses 
his bike so seldom there’s almost never enough air 
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in the tires. But I can’t imagine what’s keeping 
Babs unless she forgot. It would be just like her to 
go to the movies without letting us know.” 

. “I bet that’s just what she did,” Lucy said. “The 
twins ‘are movie-mad, you know, and they're only 
allowed to go on Friday and Saturday nights each 
week.” 

“Well, she has her nerve!” Ginny exclaimed cross- 
ly. “She calmly announced yesterday that we’d have 
to get along without her Saturday after supper be- 
cause the whole Reilly family is going to see 
‘Father of Our Country’ which opened at the 
Palace.” , 

“She has no business taking two evenings off in a 
row,” Lucy said, “Especially when they’re the only 
two evenings we stay open until nine.” 

“That’s right.” Ginny was both tired and hungry. 
It had been a long, disappointing day, and she 
wanted to end it by proving her suspicions of Mr. 
Grinsler. ‘“‘Let’s shut up shop and go eat,” she said. 
“John has a key if the boys get back here before we 
do.” 

“This time I’ll remember to lock the desk,”” Lucy 
said. “It was awfully careless of me to forget the last 
two evenings. I’m as bad as Babs.” 

“You're not at all,” Ginny said generously. “Be- 
sides, nothing was taken. It was an even exchange, a 
tarnished candlestick for a polished one. Like old 
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lamps for new or something.” 

“Maybe it’s Aladdin’s genie who’s behind the 
mysteries,” Lucy chuckled. 

“A genie with a lisp and a wispy little mustache,” 
Ginny jeered as she joined Lucy on the sidewalk in 
front of the Shop. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


SOME PIECES FIT 


Ginny and Lucy had already received permission 
from their parents to eat dinner at the All Night 
Grill on Fridays to save the trip home and back on 
one of the nights when the Shop stayed open. John 
had arranged to eat at the grill on Saturdays so that 
the others could go home for dinner. 

The two girls locked the door of the Shop and 
turned back to make sure all the lights had been 
turned off before they walked down the street to the 
All Night Grill. 

“Boy, but I’m hungry,” Ginny said as they started 
into the restaurant. “I hope we won’t have to wait 
long for something to eat.” 

“I’m hungry too,’”’ Lucy added. “But then it’s al- 
most two whole hours past our regular dinnertime. 
That Babs! I’d like to shake her! I wonder what did 
happen to her.” 

“I suppose we'll have to wait until tomorrow to 
find that out. I'll bet she went to the movie just as 
we suspected. Well, here we are and I for one am 
ready for their biggest super deluxe cheeseburger.” 

The little restaurant was almost empty as the 
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girls sat down in one of the booths. Most of the 
Harristown residents ate early, so.there were only a 
few customers drinking coffee at the counter. After 
they had been waiting for what seemed to Ginny a 
long time, the waitress brought them the grill’s spe- 
cialty, toasted cheeseburgers with pickles and cole 
slaw. 

“At this rate,” Ginny said impatiently, “we might 
as well wait until Mike and Officer Bill have their 
coffee in here at nine. Then you'll just have to stand’ 
guard in front of the building and warn me when 
you see them start back. Although I should be able’ 
to search the trash can thoroughly before they finish 
their coffee and doughnuts.” 

“But what about Grinsler?’”’ Lucy demanded be- 
tween hungry mouthfuls. “Suppose he hears you. 
outside his apartment and catches you going through 
the trash? He’ll suspect you’re spying on him, won’t 
he?” She shivered. ‘“‘He would be absolutely furious, 
Ginny. I simply won’t let you go up to the top floor 
alone with Mike out of the building.” 

Ginny laughed. “He won't catch me. I'll be as 
quiet as a mouse. And it’ll only take a minute.” 

“I’d feel better,” Lucy insisted, “if you let me 
help you search.” 

“And I'd feel better,” Ginny came back, “if I 
knew you were standing guard downstairs.” 

They argued about this through dessert, and as 


170 GINNY GORDON 


they were paying the cashier on their way out, Gin- 
ny suddenly grabbed Lucy’s arm and pulled her 
away from the screen door so that the cashier’s cage 
was between them and the street. 

“Don’t let anything show on your face,” she whis- 
pered, pretending to pick up the change she had 
dropped on purpose. “Grinsler just went by, walk- 
ing toward Maple Avenue. Maybe he’s going to the 
movies. Now’s our chance!” 

The clock was striking nine as they left the res- 
taurant, and they passed Mike and Officer Bill in 
front of Aunt Betsy’s carriage house. They were on 
their way to get their usual evening lunch of dough- 
nuts and coffee. . 

‘Time for little girls to be home in bed,” Mike 
said. 

And the policeman chimed in jokingly, ““That’s 
right. I'll turn you both in if I catch you out after 
nine. I have orders from your parents to back up 
the wagon to.that Swap Shop for the whole bunch 
of you if you disobey orders!”’ 

“Oh, go eat your coffee and doughnuts,” Ginny 
said with a laugh and added impertinently, “It’s 
time for your evening snack. You needn’t worry 
about us. We’ve closed up shop like good little girls 
and we’re on our way home now.” 

“Which is perfectly true,” she added under her 
breath to Lucy as they hurried on to the Canton 
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Building. ““We won’t be more than a few minutes 
later than usual,” 

The two girls were gay as they called to Officer 
Bill and Mike. They lost ‘their lightheartedness 
when they thought of the venture ahead. It was a 
dangerous thing to do, so rather than talk of it any 
further, they walked on in silence until they were 
in front of the Canton Building. Here they stopped 
again almost lacking the courage to go on into the 
quiet building. 

“Do you suppose ‘you should go?” Lucy said, 
looking up at the row on row of unlighted windows. 
“It looks so dark and spooky there.” 

“Of course I’m going,” Ginny answered deter- 
minedly. “I can’t stop now.” She too looked up at 
the darkened building. Then she took a deep breath 
and turned into the entrance. 

There was only a dim light in the entrance of the 
empty office building, and the hall beyond was dark 
with shadows. For a minute Ginny hesitated. Sup- 
pose Grinsler had just gone out for a breath of fresh 
air? Suppose he. was already on his way back? She 
turned to Lucy and whispered. 

“No matter what happens, if Grinsler comes back 
before I’m through, keep him talking down here,” 
she said. “Tell him anything to keep him interested. 
Tell him about the candlesticks and how valuable 
all four of them are. Ask who he suspects of stealing 
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from Shoemaker’s. It doesn’t matter what you say. 
The important thing is to keep him from coming 
upstairs while I’m searching for clues.” 

Then she darted up the staircase, taking two steps 
at a time although it was almost dark with only the 
night lights on the landings to see by. Her heart be- 
gan to pound wildly as she raced along the shadowy 
corridor to the stairs that led to the second floor, 
and she was almost out of breath when she arrived 
on the top floor. 

“I’m scared to death,” she admitted to herself. 
“But that’s not why my pulse is so jumpy. I ran too 
fast. I’d better stop and rest a minute until my 
heart stops beating as though it were going to jump 
right out of my throat.” 

She forced herself to count to ten slowly before 
she groped her way down the corridor to where the 
trash cans were usually kept. Sliding her fingers 
along the wall she suddenly realized that one of the 
doors to Grinsler’s apartment had been left slightly 
ajar. As she felt her way past it, it opened wider and 
Ginny peered inside. ° 

The room was pitch dark, for the shades were 
drawn over the windows, but Ginny knew that if 
this office was like all the others in the building 
there was a light switch on the left-hand wall beside 
the door. She hesitated, but temptation was too 
strong, and she reached inside for the switch. 
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When she pressed the button she was momentar- 
ily blinded by the bright overhead lights, and the 
first thing she noticed was that one of the shades on 
a window facing Orchard Street was only partially 
drawn. Without realizing what she was doing, she 
crossed the room in a flash and pulled the shade 
down over the sill. If Grinsler was on his way back 
from wherever he had gone and happened to glance 
up at his apartment, he would be sure to notice the 
light from the window. 

“Tl only keep the light on a second,” Ginny re- 
flected as she hurried back to the miain corridor, 
“and take a quick look around his room. If he was 
careless enough to leave the door open, maybe he 
was careless enough to leave some important clue in 
plain view.” 

Then with an overpowering sense of disappoint- 
ment Ginny saw that the big trash can she had in- 
tended to search was not in the outside corridor but 
in the far corner of Grinsler’s apartment. 

Well, she thought grimly, that’s not going to keep 
me from looking through it for clues. He had no 
business moving it in here from the main hall where 
it belongs. 

Hastily she began examining the papers and boxes 
in the can and at last, at the very bottom she found 
what she was looking for—an empty can of evap- 
orated milk bearing a torn but still recognizable 
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Pearly White label! Here was a definite clue that 
linked Grinsler to the dehydrated soup and the’list 
of stolen items from Shoemaker’s store. 

- Ginny quickly replaced the can and the trash that 
had covered it so that Grinsler would have no way 
‘of guessing that she had been in his apartment. ‘The 
last piece of waste paper she picked up was a crum- 
pled sheet from a cheap writing pad. There was 
something familiar about it and as she thoughtfully 
unfolded it she gasped with surprise. It was covered 
on both sides with scratched-out combinations of 
numbers exactly like those on the back of the Main 
10-30-50 scrap she had found in the office that first 
day a week ago. At last Grinsler was linked to her 
first clue, and all the pieces of the jigsaw were be- 
ginning to fit together! 

Now I’m sure he took the candlesticks, she 
thought, staring around the room. Where could he 
have hidden the one Lucy polished? I’ve got to find 
it now. I'll never have another chance. 

She was already pulling open drawers and looking 
under cushions. She even jumped up and down on 
the mattress of the studio couch before she tried the 
closet door and found it unlocked. Standing on tip- 
toe she peered up at the shelf and noticed with a 
sigh of satisfaction the gleam of bright polished 
silver. ‘The candlestick had been thrust or thrown 
way back and Ginny had to climb on a chair. to 
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reach. it. Still standing on the chair she examined 
the monogram and the design of the pattern to make 
absolutely sure that it was one of the set she had 
accidentally taken from the loft of Aunt Betsy’s 
carriage house. 

Not until that moment did she realize that al- 
though now she had the proof she wanted, it would 
do her more harm than good if she took the candle- 

‘stick to Officer Bill. . 

‘“‘Grinsler’s word is as good as mine,” she reflected 
bitterly, ‘‘and of course he would deny stealing it. I 
won't be able to prove that I found it in his closet 
unless I admit I searched his apartment without 
permission, and then he could have me arrested.” 

Regretfully Ginny put the candlestick back on 
the shelf and replaced the chair she had taken from 
in front of the desk. “I’d better get out of here fast,” 
she decided as her heart began to beat wildly again. 
“I had no business crossing the threshold in the 
first place.” 

She gave one last quick look around the apart- 
ment and turned out the light. When her eyes. grew 
more accustomed to the darkness, she groped her 
way to the window and raised the shade she had 
lowered so that everything would be exactly as she 
had found it. Little shivers raced up and down her 
spine. Had she forgotten something? Had she re- 
membered to shut the closet door? What about the 
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studio couch cover she had rumpled and the cush- 
ions she had turned over in her hasty search? It was 
too late now to correct her mistakes. Why hadn’t 
she bothered to double-check everything? 

“Oh, dear,” she groaned as she slipped out into 
the main corridor, “I don’t dare go back and check 
everything again! And I’m sure to have left some- 
thing out of place which will make him suspect the 
room was searched while he was out.” 

For a moment her knees began to shake so that 
she could hardly move. ““What a dope you were to 
go into his apartment,” she scolded herself. “You 
should have known that no matter what proof of his 
guilt you found you wouldn’t be able to use it. And 
now you've probably made matters worse because, 
if he guesses the room was searched by someone, 
he’ll be on guard and all the harder to catch by the 
police.” 

But it was too late now to correct her mistake. 
Gradually Ginny forced herself to tiptoe down the 
stairs, making as little noise as possible and stopping 
on every landing to listen for footsteps coming up. 
She had no idea how much time she had spent on 
the top floor, and if Grinsler had immediately re- 
turned to the building Lucy would have had a hard 
time keeping him in the foyer for very long without 
arousing his suspicions. Mike too might have fin- 
ished his nine o’clock snack, and if so, how could 
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she sneak by his office near the entrance without 
being seen? 

On the last landing Ginny stopped before making 
the turn, appalled by what a dangerous situation she 
had got herself into. She could not think of any ex- 
planation. to give Mike if he had already returned 
to his office, and what would Grinsler think if she 
met him on his way back? If she had left behind any 
indication that someone had been in his apartment 
while he was out, he would immediately guess that 
it was she who had been there. Her fingerprints, she 
realized with a growing sense of horror, were all 
over the place. 

Hot tears filled Ginny’s eyes. He’ll have me ar- 
rested and thrown into jail, she thought wildly. And 
then with me out of the way he can go ahead with 
whatever evil scheme he’s up to, and nobody'll try 
to stop him. | 

After a minute Ginny squared her shoulders reso- 
lutely and hurried down the last flight of stairs. 
There was no sign of anyone in the main corridor, 
but she could hear a man’s footsteps on the sidewalk. 
Was it Mike or Grinsler? And what had become of 
Lucy? 

Ginny took a deep breath and, although her heart 
was pounding so loudly she was sure it could be 
heard a block away, she forced herself to walk calm- 
ly and slowly to the front of the building. She 
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clenched her fists to hide the trembling of her hands 
and hoped she didn’t look as scared as she felt, for 
Grinsler was standing on the threshold! 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
BETRAYED! 


In the moment that their eyes met as they stared 
at each other in the dimly lighted foyer of that 
empty office building all sorts of wild thoughts 
rushed through Ginny’s frightened mind. With one 
part of her consciousness she sensed at once that this 
man was a dangerous criminal and that he would 
stop at nothing if anyone crossed his path. She also 
knew that somehow in the very beginning she had 
crossed his path, unwittingly, of course, but that 
wouldn’t matter to him. 

He would ruthlessly crush anyone who stood in 
his way, and now she had actively taken steps to do 
just that. What would he do when he learned that 
she had been in his room and now had definite proof 
of his guilt? Had he come back because he remem- 
bered that he had left the door unlocked? Did he 
guess even now that she had been up there? What 
logical reason could she give him for being in the 
building at all? And she must somehow stall for 
time until Mike came back, for if Grinsler put her 
‘out of the running now, he could proceed un- 
hampered with his evil plan. 
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Ginny knew now that there was something much 
more important than Aunt Betsy’s candlesticks and 
Whiz’s wrecked radio behind the whole mystery. 
They had been mere tools which he had used, she 
realized with a growing sense of panic, hoping to 
throw her and the others off the trail they had acci- 
dentally happened upon. And once he guessed that 
she was now on his trail purposely, not accidentally, 
he would take much more drastic steps to prevent 
her from hindering him. What a fool she had been 
to go into his apartment! She had accomplished 
nothing except that she was now convinced of what 
she had already guessed. But she could not use the 
evidence she had discovered, and at the very least, 
she had only made matters worse by putting him on 
guard. 

He was angry and suspicious, that was obvious 
from the taut expression on his face. And way down 
in her subconscious mind was a nagging worry about 
Lucy. She wouldn't, Ginny felt sure, have left her 
post unless she was forced against her will. Ginny 
refused to allow herself to think of where Lucy 
might be now if it was Grinsler who was behind 
Lucy’s disappearance. Instead, confused and terri- 
fied, Ginny kept remembering the words of the 
gypsy’s fortune: 

In the near future your friends may seem to be 
betraying you. First it was Babs, neglecting to return 
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to the Shop after supper, and now Lucy, apparently, 
not caring enough about her best friend to remain 
on watch while she searched for clues. If only one or 
both of the girls were with her now! Why had she 
refused to ask for help from the boys? John and 
Whiz would have been only too glad to face Grin- 
sler as he stood there at this very moment. 

It was Grinsler who spoke first. His pale face-was 
mottled with red splotches of anger as he almost 
snarled, “And what, may I ask, are you doing in an 
empty office building at this time of night?” 

Ginny slowly let out the gulp of breath she had 
been holding during the long moment that they had 
stood there staring at each other. She knew that she - 
ought to scream, his manner was so threatening that 
there could be no doubt that he suspected her of 
having visited his rooms. But what good would it do 
if she did scream? Mike and Bill were obviously still 
in the grill, too far away to hear her. The ten cent 
store across the street had been closed since five- 
thirty as had Shoemaker’s on the opposite corner. 
The night watchman in the bank which faced the 
Canton Building was notoriously deaf and spent 
most of his time on duty sleeping in his chair behind 
the burglarproof door. 

Harristown, Ginny reflected, simply wasn’t ex- 
pecting crime. Not once since she could remember 
had the police ever made an arrest, and the only 
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time they ever used their authority was on the occa- 
sion of a minor traffic violation. If either Officer Bill 
or Mike had had any idea that a dangerous criminal 
was at work under their very noses, they would 
never have gone for their nine o’clock snack. But it 
was too late to worry about that now. She had got 
herself into this predicament and she herself must 
get out of it. 

“Good evening, Mr. Grinsler,” she said, twisting 
her nerveless lips into what she hoped was a smile. 
“I’m waiting for Mike to come back with Officer 
Bill. He promised to show us some old office equip- 
ment that we might be able to fix up and sell in the 
Shop.” This statement was the absolute truth, Gin- 
ny reflected with grim humor, for although a minute 
ago she had wanted to avoid Mike, she would have 
welcomed him with open arms now. 

The angry light in Grinsler’s pale eyes flickered as 
though he couldn’t quite make up his mind to be- 
lieve her or not. “It’s rather late for you to be out, 
isn’t it?” he asked suspiciously and without moving, 
so that he still blocked the doorway. 

There was not the faintest trace of a lisp in his 
speech, and his words were again little hot spurts 
instead of frozen ice cubes. , 

“It is late,” Ginny said, trying to sound pleasant 
although chills were racing up and down her spine. 
“But Mike will be along in a minute. He and Officer 
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Bill never spend more than a few minutes over their 
nine o’clock coffee.” 

Instantly the. expression on Grinsler’s face 
changed as he glanced quickly over one shoulder. 
The angry splotches faded slowly, and it was his 
turn now to force his thin lips into a smile. “Well, 
well,” he said jovially, “you boys and girls certainly 
take your business seriously. It surprised me to find 
you working so late. Especially as I understood from 
the ad in the paper that you closed promptly at nine 
on Fridays and Saturdays.”’ 

“We do,” Ginny said easily, feeling much safer 
now. “But Lucy and I thought we’d stop by and see 
Mike on the way home. We just missed him, I 
guess.” She took one step nearer the entrance. “I 
don’t believe Pll wait any longer. Tomorrow will 
do just as well.” 

He moved aside, almost reluctantly, and let her 
pass. But he tipped his hat and said pleasantly, 
“Good evening, and good luck.” 

Ginny’s knees began to shake with relief when 
she reached the street, but in a minute the cool 
breeze blowing against her flushed cheeks relaxed 
her tense muscles. She glanced up at the clock on the 
church steeple. It was only eighteen minutes past 
nine! Gosh, she thought, it seemed like a lifetime to 
me! 

At that moment Mike and Officer Bill came out of 
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the grill, and Ginny dodged into the path that led 
to Aunt Betsy’s carriage house. As she crouched in 
the shadows, she reflected bitterly, ““Now I have to 
hide from them, when only a minute ago I was pray- 
ing they’d come back.” | 

They strolled past without noticing her, and Gin- 
ny was just about to start for home when a hand 
reached around the corner of the carriage house and 
grabbed her arm. A scream rose in her throat, and 
she stifled it just in time as she recognized the voice 
of the man who said hoarsely, ‘““Now, I’ve got you!” 

It was Franklin! 

“So you have,” Ginny giggled, half hysterically. 
“And what of it?” 

Frankin released her arm and turned on his flash- 
light. “Miss Ginny!” He glared at her, and she saw 
that his watery old eyes were both bewildered and 
suspicious. “Miss Ginny,” he said again. “So it’s 
your” 

“Yes, it is,” Ginny said. “Whom did you expect?” 

Franklin’s lips began to work as he mumbled so 
incoherently to himself that she could hardly hear 
him. 

“There’s a sneak thief in town,” he was mutter- 
ing. “Been taking things from Shoemaker’s and 
broke into the carriage house on Wednesday eve- 
ning. I’ve been watching for him ever since. He'll 
be back.” 
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Wednesday! That was the night the organ-grinder 
and the hermit had seen a man going into the Shop. 
Had he broken into the carriage house too? But 
why? It didn’t make sense, it didn’t tie in with the 
other clues. Grinsler. wasn’t after antiques, Ginny 
was convinced. His trail, she was sure, led to some- 
thing much more valuable than any of Aunt Betsy’s 
heirlooms. 

“What makes you think he broke into the carriage 
house?” Ginny interrupted Franklin’s gloomy 
‘stream of words. “Did he take anything?” 

The old man frowned and shook his head. “I 
scared him away just in time. And I wasn’t armed, 
though I should be, and I'd tell Missus so only I dis- 
like worrying her. She’s doing poorly these days. 
Rachel told me she hardly eats a thing in this un- 
seasonable hot weather.” 

But Ginny was no longer listening. He probably 
heard a rat, she decided, and made up his mind it 
was the same thief who’s been taking things from 
Shoemaker’s. 

She started to leave, but Franklin stopped her. 
“Mark my words, whoever it was is after those 
candlesticks. He took one pair from you,” he said 
dismally, “and now he’s trying to get the whole set 
-while he can.” 

“You're wrong, Franklin,” Ginny said firmly. “I 
know where the other candlesticks are, and you'll 
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have them back any day now. You just imagined 
you heard somebody in the carriage house on 
Wednesday.” . 

“So I’m imagining things, am I?” Franklin de- 
manded, his voice high-pitched with indignation. 
He pulled her around the corner and pointed up to 
the little window she and Babs had climbed through 
the evening Whiz had sprained his wrist. “So I imag- 
ined an open window and boxes stacked up to it on 
the inside so the thief could escape when he heard 
me coming after him?” He sniffed. “Ye’ll be telling 
me next it’s old Mr. Shoemaker’s ghost who’s need- 
ing food and clothing now and taking them from 
his son’s store!” 

Ginny felt hysterical laughter bubbling up inside 
her as she realized that she and Babs were Franklin’s 
thief. If only she could tell the old man the truth 
and put his fears-to rest! But she didn’t dare, and 
anyway, if the plan that was slowly forming in her 
subconscious mind worked out, Grinsler would soon 
be arrested and Franklin would cease worrying after 
that. 

“Well,” she said, “whoever it is, I hope somebody 
catches him soon. We’ve never had a thief in town 
before, have we?” 

“Oh, yes, we have,” Franklin said mournfully. 
“When your grandmother was alive and you were 
a four-year old coming to Sunday dinners with your 
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father and mother, spilling ice cream and gravy on 
Missus’s fine linen tablecloths and making more 
trouble for Rachel.” 

Ginny laughed to stop the old man’s list of com- 
plaints about her bad table manners. “What hap- 
pened then, Franklin? Was the thief a tramp?” 

“Indeed it wasn’t,” Franklin told her, warming to 
his story which Ginny had never heard before. “It 
was old Mr. Shoemaker’s clerk, [ll have you know. 
Taking a gold watch here and bracelet there for the 
good Lord only knows how long before he was 
caught. A nice enough seeming young man too; we 
all thought him a gentleman until the bad streak in 
him came out.’ 

“Well that is news,” Ginny said. “I guess if we 
only have a crime in this town every ten years we're 
just about due for Snolney one.’ 

“That’s just about it,” Franklin said worriedly. 
“T can feel it in my bones. And what’s more ye have 
no business being out alone at this time of night. 
Whatever is Miss Virginia about letting a girl your 
age roam the streets like a Boydent* 

“Mother doesn’t know it,” Ginny admitted, “and 
don’t worry, I'll catch it when I do get home in a 
few minutes.” 

“I'd take a strap to ye if ye were mine,” Franklin 
was muttering as she started down the path to the 
sidewalk. ‘Spare the rod and spoil the child I always 
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say.” 

As Ginny waited for the light at Maple Avenue, 
she suddenly began to wonder again what could have 
happened to Lucy. “Nothing,” she decided after a 
moment. “Nothing could have happened to her 
while Grinsler was away from the building. She 
must have lost her nerve at the last minute or when 
she saw him coming down Main Street.”’ She tossed 
her head. “I’ll never forgive her for leaving me like 
that. If he had come home a few minutes earlier he 
would have caught me in his rooms.” She shuddered. 
“He might have killed me, for all Lucy cares. Why 
did she leave me when I needed her help? What 
reason could she have for abandoning me?” 

But deep down inside her was the nagging fear 
that Lucy had had an accident or had been forced 
to leave her post for some other’ reason. Had Grin- 
sler come back before he met Ginny? Had he found 
Lucy alone in the corridor and suspected that she 
was spying on him? Had he forced her down in the 
basement of the building and locked her in one of 
the storerooms? 

Ginny turned to go back to the Canton Building, 
but just then the people who had attended the early 
show began to stream out of the Palace. Sure 
enough, Babs was one of them and Ginny immedi- 
ately dismissed her fears for Lucy’s safety. _ 

“They pretend to be friends of mine,” she told 
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herself as she marched across the street toward home. 
“But neither one of them cares a thing about me. I 
wish I’d left Babs in that wardrobe and let her 
suffocate!” 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
SINNY’S PLAN 


Ginny’s parents were out on the porch waiting for 
her and she sighed tiredly, bracing herself for the 
scolding she knew she deserved. “I’m sorry ?’m 
late,” she began but her mother interrupted with: 
_ ‘We've been worried to death, Ginny,” she said, 
on the verge of tears. “Especially since Lucy phoned 
a minute ago to see if you were home. Your father 
was just about to go to the police.” 

“This will have to stop, young lady,” Mr. Gordon 
said sternly. ‘““‘We weren’t worried as long as we 
thought you were with Lucy. Why didn’t you come 
straight home after you left her?” 

Ginny bit her lip. This was too much. Her best 
friend had not only abandoned her practically in the 
clutches of a dangerous criminal, but she had also 
turned out to be a tattletale! I’d like to tell Dad and 
Mother what really happened, she reflected bitterly. 
Then they wouldn’t think Lucy was such a model 
child. 

She walked up the steps and sank down in the 
glider, so cross and tired she could hardly move. “I 
was delayed,” she said. “I got to talking to Franklin 
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about the sneak thief and you know how he rambles 
on and on. He’s always scolding about this or that. 
And when he starts talking you just have to wait for 
him to stop. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.” 

“You had better be sure of that,” her father said. 
“If you are ever out after nine again I shall have to 
forbid you to have anything more to do with your 
Swap Shop. Do you understand?” 

Ginny blinked back hot tears and swallowed the 
sob in her throat. “Yes, Dad. Please, may I go to bed 
nowr”’ . 

“Don’t be in such a hurry,” he told her, and there 
wasn’t the faintest trace of a twinkle in his eyes. 
‘We haven’t decided on your punishment yet. Your 
mother and I were going to take you to the late show 
at the Palace tomorrow night to see ‘Father of Our 
Country’. It is the life of George Washington and 
an exceptionally good picture. But I think now it 
would be better if you went to bed at nine o’clock 
instead.” 

Ginny stared down at her hands. 

“We don’t like to.be hard on you, dear,” her 
mother was saying. ‘But really, I was almost out of 
my mind when Lucy called. We had just telephoned 
John and he told us not to worry, that you and Lucy 
were together and had probably been delayed by a 
late customer at the Shop. I had hardly hung up 
when there was Lucy on the wire, so excited I could 
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scarcely understand what she was saying. Naturally, 
that made me more upset’ than ever. Did she twist 
her ankle before or after you two separated earlier 
this evening?” 

Ginny looked up, startled. ““Twist her ankle? Did 
Lucy get hurt?” 

Mrs. Gordon nodded. “I gathered something hap- 
pened to her, but it was all so confusing I’m not sure 
what it was. You had better call her right away, at 
any rate, to let her know you got home safely. She 
seemed to be terribly worried about you for some 
reason, probably because of the shock of her fall. 
She kept asking me if I had seen you and where 
were you keeping yourself.” . 

Ginny hurried inside and called the Tryons’ num- 

ber. Lucy had obviously been waiting right beside 
the phone because she answered at once. 
- “Oh, Ginny,” she gasped into the mouthpiece. 
“T’ve been almost crazy with worry. I’m so glad you 
called. I was just about to tell Dad everything al- 
though I knew you’d be furious if nothing had 
happened to you.” . . 

“Vm all right,” Ginny said rather coldly. “What 
happened to you?” 

“I sprained my ankle. Oh!’’ She lowered her voice 
for apparently: someone had come into the room. “I 
can’t talk about it now. It’s too late. Could you come 
over to see me tomorrow morning before you go to 
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the Shop? I’ve got to stay off my ankle for a few 
days.” 

“All right,” Ginny agreed. “I’m dying to hear 
everything. I’ll bet I don’t sleep a. wink tonight. Vl 
see you in the morning, Lucy. Don’t worry about 
me any more. tonight. Bye.”. _ 

Upstairs in bed Ginny stared wide-eyed at the 
shadows on the ceiling. What could have happened 
to Lucy? How on earth did she twist her ankle? And 
why was it so important to Grinsler’s plans that the 
Hustlers abandon the Swap Shop? Her thoughts 
whirled round and round like the bright bits of 
colored glass and snowflakes in a child’s kaleido- 
scope, when suddenly everything fell into place and 
she could see the whole picture clearly in her imag- 
ination. ‘There was only one piece missing and that 
she was almost sure she would find the next day at 
the Shop. She fell asleep wondering how she was 
going to fit Main 10-30-50 into the picture puzzle, 
for she had not yet solved that portion of the mys- 
tery. 

The next morning Ginny forced herself to eat 
every bit of her breakfast and tried to behave as 
normally as possible to cover her inner excitement. 
Now, more than ever, it was important that her 
parents did not suspect that she was involved in any- 
thing out of the ordinary. 

Her father had returned to his usual cheerful, 
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teasing self, for it was his rule that once punishment 
had been prescribed the crime should be forgotten 
as soon as possible. 

“I’m going to put out a late Sunday morning edi- 
tion with comics from now on, starting tomorrow,” 
he told Ginny. “Anything startling happening at the 
Swap Shop that I could feature on the front page? 
The town has been rather quiet of late; we could 
use a little exciting news of local interest on the 
front page.” 

Ginny chuckled inwardly. If he only knew! “TI 
guess not, Dad,” she said, gulping down her cocoa. 
“About the most exciting thing that’s happened re- 
cently is that Mrs. Renshaw almost spent five dollars 
for an inlaid satinwood sewing box.” 

Mr. Gordon guffawed. “If she should ever part 
with that much money be sure to let me know for 
the ‘Happenings’ column. They say that on the rare 
occasions that she opens her purse, moths fly out!” 

Ginny joined in his laughter, then turned to her 
mother. ““May I be excused, Mother,” she asked. 
“Y’m in an awful rush.” 

“Yes, dear,” her mother said with mock severity, 
“but I will not excuse you for making fun of Mrs. 
Renshaw. She’s really a very charitable though eco- 
nomical lady. Rather like Aunt Betsy, you know. By 
the way, did Franklin mention how she was? Rachel 
told me the other day that she was failing rapidly 


“Anything Startling Happening at the Shop?” 


198 GINNY GORDON 


this week.” 

Ginny squirmed, anxious to be with Lucy. “He — 
said she couldn’t eat in this hot weather,” she told 
her mother. “But it isn’t that hot, is it?” 

“Let the child go,” Mr. Gordon broke in, smiling. 
“In my opinion your Great-Aunt Betsy will bury us 
all.” 

She'll probably outlive me, Ginny thought rue- 
fully as she hurried along Maple Avenue and 
through the park to Danby Lane where Lucy lived. 
Although the sun, filtering through the yellow and 
red leaves, was warm on her bare arms, Ginny shiv- 
ered. Grinsler probably knows by now what I know 
and may be plotting how to get rid of me right this 
minute. Searching his apartment was not a very 
smart move, Ginny. 

Lucy was stretched. out in a folding beach chair 
in the shade of a large black walnut tree that was just 
beginning to lose its leaves. Everybody else but me, 
Ginny reflected bitterly, is calm and peaceful and 
not afraid of anything. I’ll have to act fast if I want 
to trap Grinsler before he traps me! 

Ginny stared at Lucy’s thickly taped ankle which 
she had stuck out in front of her on the foot rest. 
“How on earth did you get that?” 

Lucy grinned. “Wait till you hear the whole story. 
The little gypsy’s predictions were right and the 
fortune seems to be coming true about everybody 
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in the Swap Shop. ‘Mind your own business,’ ”’ she 
quoted, “ ‘and you will stay out of trouble’!” 

““Truer words were never spoken,” Ginny agreed, 
adding to herself, If I’d minded my own business 
and stayed out of Grinsler’s apartment I wouldn’t be 
in danger now. She dropped to the grass beside the 
beach chair and curled up comfortably as Lucy 
went on. , 

“Babs got shut in the wardrobe, Whiz sprained 
his wrist, I twisted my ankle and last night John 
made the hermit so mad he reported him to his 
father. You’re next, Ginny.” 

Next! Ginny shuddered inwardly. Aloud she said, 
“Oh dear, does Mr. Blaketon know about the mis- 
sing candlesticks now?” 

Lucy shook her head. “No, John didn’t say a word 
about them, though I don’t know how he got out of 
it. He'll tell you all about it later. Let’s talk about 
you and me now. Did you find any clues on the top 
floor of the Canton Building?” 

“That can wait. You talk first,” Ginny insisted. “I 
thought my best friend had abandoned me last 
night. I was pretty mad for a while.” 

“I knew you would be,” Lucy said, “but I 
couldn’t help it, Ginny. It was just one of those un- 
lucky things. I was standing out in front of the Can- 
ton Building watching for Grinsler. That was my 
first mistake. I suppose I should have stayed inside, 
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but it was so dark in the foyer and I kept hearing 
footsteps and thinking Grinsler might sneak up on 
me without warning. Anyway,” she went on, “there 
I was as big as life when Dad suddenly came out of 
Dr. Hillman’s office which, you know, is only two 
doors from the Canton Building. I’d forgotten that 
he was going there after dinner to have his sore 
throat painted. He saw me before I had a chance to 
dodge back inside the foyer, and of course he wanted 
to know what I was doing and why I wasn’t home 
and all that sort of thing. I told him I was just about 
to go home, and naturally I didn’t say I was waiting 
for you because then he’d have tried to find out 
where you were.” 

“Thank goodness he didn’t get that out of you,” 
Ginny breathed. “If it had been Babs she would 
have blurted out the whole thing. Go on.” 

“Well, he started to bawl me out for loitering in 
the streets and sort of grabbed my arm, making me 
walk along with him. I was so tired and nervous and 
worried about having to leave you, although I did 
plan to climb out of my bedroom window and come 
back. Anyway, just as we were crossing the street I 
burst into tears. So I didn’t see the curb, and the 
next thing I knew I was sitting on the sidewalk 
hanging on to my ankle which hurt like anything.” 
She laughed. “In some ways it was a good thing it 
happened because of course Dad was awfully sorry 


THE DISAPPEARING CANDLESTICKS 201 


he’d made me cry and didn’t ask any more questions. 
He took me right back to Dr. Hillman’s and got it 
strapped up so I could hobble home. When we 
passed the Canton Building, I tried to get a good 
look inside to see if there was any sign of you. I did 
see Mike sitting in his office, and Officer Bill was 
back on the corner by then so I didn’t worry quite 
so much. I guessed you must have gone home your- 
self, but when I called your mother and she said 
you hadn’t, I almost collapsed.” 

“She almost collapsed too,” Ginny told her. “It’s 
a good thing she thinks you sounded so excited be- 
cause of your fall. Now I’ll tell you my story,” she 
went on, lowering her voice. “Grinsler left his door 
open last night and I went inside and searched his 
apartment.” 

“Ginny,” Lucy gasped in horror. “You didn’t!” 

Ginny flushed. “I know I shouldn’t have, but he’d 
brought Mike’s trash can inside and I found myself 
searching it without realizing what I was doing. It 
was awfully dumb of me because if I left any traces 
behind, heaven knows what he’ll do. I’ve got to work 
fast arid trap him, that’s all. Anyway, I found the 
polished candlestick in his closet!” 

Lucy’s eyes widened. “How wonderful! Now you 
can report him to the police.” 

“No, I can’t,” Ginny corrected her, “for more rea- 
sons than one. In the first place he could have me 
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arrested for breaking into his apartment, and in the 
second place, if he is arrested now we'll never find 
out what he’s doing in town.” 

“What is he doing here?” Lucy demanded. “Out- 
side of making a general nuisance of himself at the 
Swap Shop?” 

“That’s exactly what I mean to find out,’ ’ Ginny 
said. “And it’s got something to do with Shoemak- 
er’s store all right. I found a can of Pearly White 
evaporated milk in the bottom of the trash can. Most 
of the label had been torn off, but there was enough 
left so I could recognize it. So now we have proof 
that Grinsler is also the sneak thief, though why he 
bothers to take such cheap things I don’t yet know. 
There must be some reason for those petty thefts, 
Why would those items be taken and not others?” 

“He’sa Kleptomaniac, : as you said all along,” Lucy 
put in. 

“No, he isn’t,’ Ginny said. ““He’s a real honest-to- 
goodness criminal and he’s up to something big. 
That something is somehow connected with the lit- 
tle scrap of paper I found the first day in the office. 
You know, the Main 10-30-50 one. In Grinsler’s 
scrap basket was another piece of paper that had 
scratched-out combinations of numbers all over it 
just like the ones-on the back of the scrap I found 
first. So now we can be sure that Grinsler not only 
dropped that scrap in the office, but he also dropped 
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the little package of Pearly White dehydrated soup 
which he stole from Shoemaker’s.” 

Lucy stared down at her ankle for a minute. “I 
don’t understand'a lot of things,’’ she said. “How 
could he get in and out of Shoemaker’s without be- 
ing seen by the detectives? Officer Bill told me yes- 
terday that the whole store is swarming with them 
now.” 

“That,” Ginny said triumphantly, “is the key to 
the whole mystery. ‘There must be a secret entrance 
to Shoemaker’s from the Swap Shop that Grinsler 
knows about. He robs the store at night when it’s 
not necessary to have detectives on duty, since all 
the. doors and windows are equipped with burglar 
alarms.” 

“Ginny, how smart you are!” Lucy said in an 
awed voice. ‘““That, of course, explains why he wants 
us to leave the Shop. He’s afraid we might discover 
the secret entrance.” 

“That’s not the only reason he’s been playing 
mean tricks on us,” Ginny explained. “He wants to 
frighten or force us out of business because we 
hamper his movements. Before we moved into the 
Shop, he could move into the store as soon as it 
closed. Now he has to wait until we close. He’s prob- 
ably in an awful hurry to get away with whatever it 
is he’s after and every minute counts. During the 
week we don’t bother him, but Fridays and Satur- 
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days we do.” 

“What do you suppose he is after?” Lucy asked. 
“And why hasn’t he taken it and gone away long 
ago?” 

“T don’t know exactly,” ee admitted. “But 
I’m sure it’s going to be a big haul when he does get 
going. There are very valuable furs and coats in the 
cold storage vault. Maybe he’s wiring it nights so he 
can blow the doors open with dynamite or some- 
thing.” 

“That’s probably the answer,” Lucy said. “But 
why do you suppose he bothers with such little silly 
things like soup and breakfast food?” 

“He may be doing that to throw suspicion from 
himself onto a clerk in the store, so then when the 
vault is blasted nobody will suspect Grinsler and he 
can take his time leaving town with the loot.” 

“That makes a lot of sense,” Lucy agreed. “But 
how did he ever discover the secret entrance from 
the Swap Shop into the store?” 

“TI have a theory about that,” Ginny said. “Last 
night Franklin told me that about ten years ago old 
Mr. Shoemaker’s clerk was caught stealing jewelry 
from the little shop. He was sent to jail. I'll bet 
Grinsler has spent some time in jail too. He could 
have made friends with the clerk there and heard 
about the secret entrance. The clerk wouldn’t have 
thought it was important because of course there 
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wasn’t any Shoemaker’s Department Store then. I 
think it used to be a super market and the clerk may 
have happened upon the secret entrance by accident. 
He. probably didn’t think anything of it at the 
time.” 

“Why do you suppose there was a secret entrance 
in the first place?’ Lucy wanted to know. 

“It probably wasn’t secret in the beginning,” 
Ginny explained. “The little shop was once part of 
the big store and then one of the owners walled it 
off so he could rent the shop separately. Eventually 
old Mr. Shoemaker bought it and much later his son 
bought the store on Main Street.” 

“Shoemaker’s doesn’t look that old to me,” Lucy 
objected. 

‘It isn’t, really, except the ground floor,’ Ginny 
said. “Mr. Shoemaker built on the other stories 
when he turned it into a department store, and com- 
pletely did over the basement which used to be just 
an ordinary cellar. Mother told me all about it once 
when we were buying canned goods down there. 
The entire store has been re-arranged since those 
early days when old Mr. Shoemaker -was alive.” 

“Is the cold storage vault in the basement too?” 
Lucy asked. 

Ginny nodded. “I don’t know exactly where, but 
the point is that if Grinsler plans to blast the doors 
I don’t think Officer Bill could hear the explosion, 
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do you?” 

“That depends,” Lucy said. “I think he would 
hear it.” 

“Well, maybe so,” Ginny said. “We’re not sure 
yet, you know, that grinsler does plan to do any 
blasting.” 

“What do you mean by that yei?’”’ Lucy leaned 
closer to Ginny. “You're not going to do any more 
‘sleuthing, are you? Not with me so crippled I can’t 
even try to help you!” 

Ginny laughed. “Every chance I get in the Shop 
today I’m going to look for that secret entrance. And 
then when I find it, I’m going to watch and_, wait 
until Grinsler goes into the store through it. That 
will give Officer Bill a chance to catch him red- 
handed.” 

“Oh, Ginny.” Lucy covered her face with her 
hands..““Do be careful. Don’t do any spying without 
John. Promise me.” 

“I won’t promise you anything of the kind,” Gin- 
ny said stubbornly. “He never listens to any of my 
reasoning seriously, so this time I’m going to show 
him that he’s not as smart as he thinks he is. He 
keeps teasing me about my sleuthing all the time. 
Why should I ask him to help me?” 

“You simply must not go near that Shop after 
nine o'clock,” Lucy insisted. “You might get caught 
in your own trap. Grinsler must have had a dupli- 
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cate key made from the one you left in the lock the 
first day. I can’t even think about what he might do 
if he caught you in there all alone!” 

Ginny grinned. “Don’t worry. He won't.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


THE MASK SLIPS 


When Ginny arrived at the Shop Babs was at the 
door waiting for her with a guilty expression on her 
plump, freckled face. “‘Oh, Ginny,” she said con- 
tritely, “I’m awfully sorry I forgot to come back last 
night. I’m just so used to going to the movies after - 
supper on Fridays that I didn’t even think about 
you and Lucy being stuck here without a chance to 
go out and eat.” 

“That’s all right,” Ginny said smiling. ‘There was 
something so lovably childish about Babs you 
couldn’t stay mad at her very long. “We closed up 
early.” 

John and Whiz were in the midst of a heated 
argument..“‘I tell you, John,” Whiz was saying, “the © 
old guy didn’t do it. Get that idea out of your head, 
will your” | 

“I’m not saying he did,” John returned. “But he 
has a foul temper. I think smashing our radio tubes 
is the kind of thing that would appeal to him. The 
idea of throwing us out of his house like that and 
walking all the way into town to tell Dad I’d in- 
sulted him! He’s crazy, I tell you, and the man who 
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took the candlesticks and wrecked the radio was 
crazy too.” 

‘What happened anyway?” Ginny broke in. “Are 
you in trouble with your father, John?” 

John shook his head. “No, Dad was kind of sore 
for a while when the hermit barged into our living- 
room last night, practically foaming at the mouth. 
But after everybody calmed down he thought it was 
a good joke. ‘The hermit used to be Dad’s philosophy 
professor at college, you know. Before he went into 
retirement or insanity. He and Dad got into a long 
discussion right away which ended up in one of 
those ‘boys. will be boys’ and ‘we were just as bad 
when we were kids’ conclusions. I apologized and 
everybody shook hands and went to bed. Much ado 
about nothing,” he finished exasperatedly. “All I 
did was ask him if he had any other candlesticks be- 
sides the ones on display.” 

Whiz interrupted with a laugh. “It wasn’t what 
you said, it-was how you said it, John! No wonder 
the old guy had a fit. He thought we’d come out to 
admire his collections, and it turned out that we 
suspected him of stealing.” 

“Leave the poor old man alone,” Ginny said in- 
sistingly. “He’s not the guilty party I can tell you 
right now.” 

“Well, who is then?” John demanded. “And don’t 
tell me it’s Grinsler unless you have some reason be- 
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sides your girlish intuition.” i 

“I wouldn’t tell you anything,” Ginny said heat- 

edly. “You know all the answers, remember?” 
John grinned, his good humor gradually return- 
ing. “One thing J can tell you is that if you don’t 
quit staying out till all hours none of us will have a 
swap shop. Where were you last night?” 

“None of your business.” Ginny stalked past him 
into the office. 

John followed her. “Now listen, Ginny, I’m seri- 
ous about this. You can’t fool me. You’ve got some 
half-baked theory you’re working on. I can tell by 
your moody silences that you’re in one of your girl 
detective roles. This thing isn’t child’s play any 
more: The man behind this is an ugly character and 
you'd better stay out of it, if you’re smart. Whiz and 
I will attend to him in our own good time. We can 
handle this so much easier than you, if you would 
only let us.” 

“Oh, you’re just wonderful,” Ginny sniffed. 
“Positively marvelous. Great!” 

John shrugged. “I’m warning you, that’s all.” He 
went out into the front of the store and Ginny 
slammed the door to the office behind him. Her lips 
were pressed tightly together and her eyes blazed. 
With a toss of her chestnut curls she walked quickly 
to a corner of the room. 

Now’s my chance to search in hee she thought, 
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and was just about to feel along the walls for a secret 
panel when the little bell tinkled. “Oh gosh,” she 
groaned, “‘with Lucy home I'll have to wait on the 
customers. Nobody else knows anything about the 
stock.” 

Grinsler was talking pleasantly to the twins and 
John, and now that she was not alone with him, 
Ginny didn’t feel the least bit frightened. “Hello, 
there,” she said gaily. “Can we sell you anything 
today?” 

He smiled at her, and he looked so friendly that 
for a fleeting moment she felt as though she must 
have dreamed the events of the night before. “Did 
you get home safely?” he asked. 

“Oh, yes,” Ginny told him.and turned to Babs. 
“Lucy and I stopped in the Canton Building last 
‘evening to see about that office furniture Mike told 
you we might be able to sell. Why don’t you and 
Whiz go over there and find out if it’s any good?” 
Grinsler, she reflected, never stayed for very long 
and she must get rid of the twins and John somehow 
so she could search for the secret passage. 

“John’s the one who ought to go,” Whiz objected. 
“He's the furniture expert.” 

“I don’t agree with you,” Ginny insisted. “John 
hasn’t a sprained wrist, so he can go home and work 
in his shop on that other table. And it seems to me 
that if you two are going to take the evening off so 
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you can go to the ay show you ought to do a little 
work during the day.” 

Babs flushed guiltily, but Whiz merely jeered. 

‘We won’t have any customers this evening any- 
way. We might just as well close up shop at six. 
Everybody in town will be at the Palace.” 

‘What's going on at the Palace?” Mr. Grinsler 
inquired with mild interest. 

“Oh, it’s a perfectly wonderful movie,” Babs told 
him. “‘ ‘Father of Our Country.’ You know, the life 
of George Washington.” 

And then the most peculiar thing happened. ‘The 
charming mask fell from Grinsler’s face, and it 
seemed to Ginny that for a moment she had had a 
glimpse of his evil, calculating soul. “George Wash- 
ington,” he repeated under his breath. His pale eyes 
were narrowed to slits. ‘““Washington’s Birthday! 
That’s it!” 

“But it’s not Washington’s Birthday.” Babs 
laughed. “It’s Saturday, September thirteenth. Pm 
glad it’s not Friday.” 

Instantly Grinsler smoothed his features back into 
a bland expression. “So the life of George Washing- 
ton is playing at the Palace. I must see that movie. 
I’m a great admirer of the Father of Our Country.” 

“I guess everybody is,” Whiz said. ‘““What do you 
say, John. Shall we close up at six?” 

“I don’t think we ought to risk it,” John said. 
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“We still haven’t earned the money for the electric 
company. Somebody might come in this evening and 
buy something for five dollars.” 

“I agree with John,” Ginny said. “Everybody 
won't go to the early show. A lot of people will go 
at nine.” 

“Have it your own way,” Whiz said, “but don’t 
try to give me a-guilt complex because I’m going. I 
think you’re dopes to hang around here after six. 
You won't have any customers. Everybody will be 
at the movies. There won’t be any business.” 

“We might quit around eight-thirty at that, Gin- 
ny,” John said. “Then you and I can grab a sand- 
wich in the grill and take in the late show. I'd like 
to see it.” 

“Y would too,” Ginny said ruefully, “but I can’t 
go. I’m being punished. Dad and Mother are going, 
but orders are that I’m to be in bed at nine.” 

“‘That’s too bad,” John said. “But you can still go 
with Whiz and Babs. I'll stay in the Shop. I don’t 
think we'll be lucky enough to have so many cus- 
tomers that we'll need more than one person on 
duty.” . 

“Thanks, John,” Ginny said, “but I wouldn’t feel 
right about it if I did. It would be sort of evading 
my punishment, and Dad’s really such a good sport 
it wouldn’t be fair.” Then as the thought struck her 
that this would be a good way to get everybody out 
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of the Shop at the same time, she added, “Why 
don’t you go to the early show? I don’t mind staying 
here alone.” 

“That doesn’t seem fair to me.” John smiled. 
“But we don’t have to decide this minute. If we 
make a sale today we can close up earlier, but let’s 
say now that we won’t stay open after eight-thirty. 
That'll give me time to eat.” ; 

Grinsler turned and opened the door. “Well, I 

“May run into you this evening at the Palace,” he 
said as he left. “I’m going to the late show myself.” 

Ginny went back into the office and closed the 
door, but Whiz promptly opened it. ‘What are you 
being so antisocial about?” he demanded. “You 
seem to crave solitude all of a sudden.” 

Ginny flushed and said quickly, “I can’t work on 
these books with all that chatter going on. Scram.” 

Whiz's sharp eyes fell on the scrap of paper and 
the package of dehydrated soup in one pigeonhole: 
of the desk. He scooped them up with his left hand. 
“Ah,” he chortled, “now I understand why you're. 
being so secretive! You’re not working on the books.’ 
It’s these astounding clues that have gripped you. 
Pearly White,” he chanted, “the chef's delight! 
What do your amazing powers of deduction lead you 
to believe, Madame Sherlock?” 

“Elementary, my dear Watson.” Ginny tossed her 
chestnut curls. “The man who broke your radio can 


“I May Run into You.” Grinsler Laughed. 
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also cook.” 

Whiz let out a long whistle of derision. “Don’t tell 
me you side with John and suspect that poor old 
hermit?” 

“T don’t side with that mastermind on anything,” 
Ginny said sharply. “But my amazing powers of de- 
duction tell me that you and Babs could stagger 
across the street and see Mike without collapsing 
from the strain.” 

Whiz let Ginny’s clues slip through his fingers 
onto the desk blotter. “Slavedriver,” he moaned. 
“Come on, Babs. ‘There’s no rest for the lame and 
weary around here.” 

‘What are you going to do, John?’ Ginny asked 
as the twins left. “Work at home?” 

John looked at her suspiciously. ““Why all this 
sudden interest in my plans? I never knew you to be 
so solicitous before.” 

“It’s not that,” Ginny said defensively. “I don’t 
care what you do. But with Lucy out we ought to 
arrange a schedule so we can take turns in the Shop 
during lunchtime.” 

‘“That’s true,” John admitted. “And as a matter 
of fact I planned to stick around here pretty much 
all day. If you want to do some shopping, go ahead. 
I'll eat any time that suits the others.” . 

“Why don’t you go home and finish that other 
end tablé?’’ Ginny asked, trying not to sound too 
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persistent. “We might be able to sell the pair today 
or tonight.” | 

“I can’t,” John said, “until the glue dries. The 
broken leg is in the vise now.” He ran his fingers 
over the cover of the inlaid satinwood sewing box. 
“This is a beautiful thing,” he said musingly. “I 
might show it to Granny. She’d probably be crazy 
about it.” 

“What a wonderful idea!’”” Ginny made no effort 
to disguise her sudden enthusiasm. ‘“Take it to her 
now, John. It’s certainly worth five dollars.” 

“More than that, I should say.” He lifted the 
cover. “The lining’s in pretty good shape too. What 
value did Mrs. Arnold put on it?” 

Ginny consulted the books. ‘““Why, that’s funny,” 
she said after a moment. “Lucy didn’t put down any 
value when it was turned in.” 

John shrugged. “‘Maybe Mrs. Arnold doesn’t par- 
ticularly care what she gets for it. She’s so rich it 
probably doesn’t matter.” He tucked the box under 
his arm. “‘I’ll see what I can do. If Granny goes. for 
it in a big way I'll make her pay through the nose. 
Fifteen bucks at least.” 

John crossed the Shop and stopped at the door to 
call back to Ginny. “This shouldn’t take long. V’ll 
be back soon to help you here, Ginny. There prob- 
ably won’t be too much business in the next few 
minutes. Bye.”” He closed the door and disappeared 
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around the corner of the building. . . 

' Ginny sighed with relief now that she was at last 
alone in the Shop. Maybe those shelves disguise the 
secret entrance, she thought. Then it would lead in- 
to Shoemaker’s corner show window. I suppose 
Grinsler could get through there into the store with- 
out being seen. She felt along the sides of the shelves, 
expecting any second to press a hidden spring. “I 
wonder why he got so excited when Babs mentioned 
George Washington,” she thought out loud. “And 
why did he mutter, “Washington’s Birthday! ‘That’s 
it!’?”’ 

The bell tinkled then and she hurriedly straight- 
ened from her stooping position. It was Mrs. Ar- 
nold’s chauffeur. 

“Madam sent me hack for that sewing box,” he 
told Ginny. “Changed her mind. Doesn’t want to 
sell it now.” 

“Oh, dear,” Ginny moaned. “John just took it to 
show to old Mrs. Blaketon. We hoped she’d buy it. 
It was such a beautiful box. We didn’t seem to be 
able to sell it here at the Shop.” 

The chauffeur twirled his cap nonchalantly. 
“Then Ill just wait until he comes back and tell 
him, no sale.” He planted himself firmly on the 
stool. ““Madam’s always changing her mind,” he said 
conversationally. “Why, only last week she sent me 
all the way to New York—” 
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He rambled on and on and Ginny stared at him 
desperately. ‘““Why don’t you drive out to the Blake- 
tons’,” she interrupted finally, “and stop John be- 
fore he sells the box to his grandmother? It’s going 
to be awfully embarrassing if she’s already got her 
heart set on it.” 

“Don’t tell me your troubles,” the chauffeur said 
grinning. “I’ve got enough of my own.:I’m fond of 
the old dame and all that, but sometimes she gets me 
so riled I feel like turning in my suit and going back 
in the Navy.” 

“Go on, be a good sport, Carson,” Ginny urged 
him. “It’ll save us a lot of trouble if you keep John 
from making that sale.” 

“Not me,” he insisted. “I’m not getting myself 
into this deal. One old lady at a time is all I can 
take.” 

Babs and Whiz came back then, carrying an old 
filing cabinet on the wheelbarrow. ‘“The other stuff 
was low-zay,” they told Ginny. “A swivel chair even 
John couldn’t fix, and an ancient but honorable 
desk you’d have to pay the junk man to cart away.” 

“Don’t bring that filthy thing in my nice clean 
office,” Ginny said sharply. “You two can spend the 
rest of the morning scrubbing it.”’ She went into the 
other room, but she didn’t dare slam the door for fear 
of arousing Whiz’s suspicions again, The bell tinkled. 
“T’ll never get a chance to search. at this rate,’”’ she 
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decided discouragedly. “The thing to do is to per- 
suade John to go to the early show with the twins. 
Then V'll have almost three hours in here all by 
myself. At least, I hope I’ll be all by myself.” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


SOMETHING OUT OF PLACE 


Ginny searched for the secret entrance every 
chance she got the rest of the day, but was so con- 
stantly interrupted she felt as though she had made 
no headway at all. 

John came back just before lunch with the news 
that his grandmother had an inlaid satinwood sew- 
ing box which almost exactly matched Mrs. Ar- 
nold’s. : 

“She showed it to me,” John said, “and I couldn’t 
tell them apart. Even the linings were the same 
shade of faded blue.” 

‘‘No sale, I take it,” the chauffeur said, reaching 
for the box. “What a break for you!” 

Ginny explained that Mrs. Arnold had changed 
her mind. 

“Say, Carson,” John said ‘as the chauffeur was 
about to leave, “how about this cloisonné vase? It’s 
the kind of thing Mrs. Arnold goes for. Do you think 
she’d buy it for five bucks? We’ve got to make that 
much money before Monday, otherwise the electric 
company won’t give us any more credit.” 

“Yd do anything for you, John, my boy,” Car- 
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son said. ““‘We haven’t been fishing in a coon’s age. 
I'll just take it along and see what I can do. Mrs. 
Arnold might like it. You never can tell what these 
collectors want.” 

It went on like that all day. Endless talk that led 
nowhere as far as Ginny was concerned. People came 
in and fingered the stock but bought nothing. Babs 
and Whiz went home for lunch and went out again 
for hamburgers and Cokes at three o’clock, but John 
stayed on except for a quick visit to the grill for the 
blue plate special. 

The proximity of the All Night Grill seemed to 
be one of the best selling points of the Swap Shop. 
The twins, Whiz and Babs, had phenomenal appe- 
tites and saw no reason why an occasional trip to the 
Grill should interfere with their work at the Shop. 
Ginny noticed. these frequent expeditions and had 
to laugh at the twins’ hunger, but today she was on 
edge worrying about the mystery that was hindering 
their activity at the Swap Shop. _ 

“I think we made a mistake,” Ginny said sourly. 
“We should have opened a restaurant instead of a 
swap shop. Nobody ever buys anything, but every- 
body seems to go right on eating.’ 

John laughed. “What about dinner?” he asked. 
“Are you going home for it or eating at the Grill? 
The All Night Grill is not famous for its cuisine, 
but its food is wholesome!” 
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“I’m going to have it with Lucy,” Ginny said, “to 
keep her company. Her father and mother are din- 
ing with mine and all going to the late show to- 
gether.” 

“Well, you don’t have to come back after dinner,” 
John said. ‘Stay with Lucy until your punishment 
bedtime. Ill stick around until eight-thirty and grab 
a sandwich before the show.” 

‘No, John,” Ginny broke in. “That’s silly. No- 
body’s going to buy anything today or tonight. We'll 
just have to carry on without electricity for a while. 
Go on to the early show with Whiz. It’ll. be more 
fun. than seeing it alone. I'll stay until eight and 
have a late snack with Lucy. She won’t mind wait- 
ing.” 

“But how about you, Ginny?” John asked. “I 
don’t see why you should get stuck while the rest of 
us have a good time.” — 

“T don’t mind at all,” Ginny said hastily. “I didn’t 
have lunch until after one, so I won’t be hungry for 
hours.” 

“I didn’t eat until two,” John said slowly, “so I 
really could wait and have a cheeseburger after the 
movie. That way I could stay with you until the 
last minute.” 

“It’s a wonderful arrangement,” Ginny said, try- 
ing not to show how relieved she was. Now nobody 
would be in the Shop after seven except perhaps a 
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customer or two, and she would have almost an hour 
in which to search for the secret entrance! 

The twins left at six and forty-five minutes later 
stopped by for John. 

“I still think it’s a dirty trick leaving Ginny 
alone,” he said as he ‘reluctantly opened the door. 
“Don’t hang around the Shop more than an hour, 
Ginny.” 

“T won't,” she promised. “Have fun.” She walked 
to the corner with them to make sure that they had 
really gone before she started searching. She waved 
good-by and as she turned to go back she saw Grin- 
sler come out of the Canton Building and walk 
toward Maple Avenue. 

“Well, that takes care of everybody for a while,” 
she said. “He’s probably so sick of his own cooking 
he’s going to break down and eat at the Grill for a 
change.” 

Inside the Shop she began a thorough, methodical 
search of the front of the store. It was almost eight 
o'clock when she finally gave up. “I'll just have to 
come back after dinner,” she decided. ‘““This is too 
good a chance to miss with everybody at the 
movies.” 

Ginny closed the Swap Shop and walked over to 
Lucy’s house for dinner. She had promised Lucy 
earlier that she would be there. Lucy’s injured 
ankle kept her from joining the rest of the town at 
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the movie. 

“Hi, Ginny, come on in,” Lucy opened the door 
to her friend. “No one to talk to, nothing to do—I’m 
getting very disgusted with this bulky ankle!” 

“Take it easy, Lucy, you'll be working down at 
the Swap Shop with the rest of us in a few days.” 

“T hope so. Well, how about a little food?” 

“I'd love it! And I know my way to the kitchen!” 
Ginny laughed as she headed for the Tryons’ kitchen. 

“What luck?’ Lucy asked as she hobbled to the 
kitchen to help Ginny prepare the supper of soup, 
salad and sandwiches. 

“No luck,” Ginny said tiredly. “It was one of 
those hectic days and we didn’t make a sale, so I 
guess we'll have to face the fact that the electricity 
will be turned off on Monday.” 

She ate hurriedly. “I hope you don’t mind my 
eating and running,” she said, pushing back her 
chair. “I’m going to, search the Shop again for that 
secret entrance.” 

“Of course I don’t mind that you’re in a rush, but 
why do you search the shop tonight?” Lucy asked. 
“You have to be home at nine and it’s a quarter of 
now. Your folks will hear about it, if you are seen 
down at the Shop late tonight. You'll get into trou- 
ble, Ginny.” 

“I know,” Ginny said. “But I’m going to risk it. 
Dad and Mother and Grinsler will all be at the 
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Palace, so nobody will know. Heaven knows when 
PI have another chance like this, and I don’t think 
it will take me long to find it. I was stupid to waste 
so much time in the front of the store. I found both 
the scrap of paper and the dehydrated soup in the 
office, so the secret entrance must be in there. It’s 
such a tiny room I should find it right away.” 

_Lucy hobbled to the porch with her. “Ginny, I 
don’t think you should go back,” she said nervously, 

“Not alone. Grinsler only said he was going to the 
movie, and he knows you were going to close shop 
early. I can’t get it out of my head that he has a key 
and might sneak in and catch you.” 

“I doubt if he’d go into Shoemaker’s until well 
after nine,” Ginny said. “I’ll be out of the shop by 
then.” 

“T still think you ought to tell John everything,” 
Lucy said nervously. “He’d help you search and 
then I wouldn’t worry.” 

Ginny laughed. “John is the last person I want to 
know about this until I do find the secret entrance. 
Anyway, it’s too late. to tell him. He went to the 
early show with the twins and is going to eat at the 
Grill right afterward, so he’ll be out of the way for 
a long time.” 

‘Lucy stretched out in the glider. “Call me the 
minute you get home,” she begged. “I’ll worry 
every second until I hear from you.” 
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“Okay,” Ginny promised and hurried down the 
steps to cut through the park to Maple Avenue. The 
clock was just striking nine as she turned the corner 
to’ Main Street, and Ginny’s conscience began to 
prick her as she remembered that she ought to be 
home in bed that very minute. 

“ll confess to Dad that I disobeyed,” she decided. 
“He'll be furious, but I’ve simply got to find that 
secret entrance tonight.” 

As she passed Shoemaker’s show windows she saw 
"Officer Bill and Mike strolling toward the All Night 
Grill for their coffee and doughnuts, and dodged 
quickly into the shadow of the department store en- 
trance. She crouched there, facing the door, listening 
to their heavy footsteps and thinking with inward 
laughter, I’m like an ostrich, turning my back to 
them! Just because I can’t see them doesn’t mean. 
they can’t see me. 

She pressed closer to the large glass section of the. 
door, peering into the dimly lighted store, hoping 
to see something which would take her mind off the 
danger of being caught by the policeman and the 
janitor. And then, slowly but surely, it dawned on 
her that she was staring right at something which 
she had seen almost every day of her life but which 
she had never really thought about before. Her nose 
was almost touching the gilt numerals, one, three, 
five, for, of course, Shoemaker’s address was 135 
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Main Street! 

At last she had found a place for Main 10-30-50 
in the picture puzzle! And, she realized with grow- 
ing excitement, there had not been just one piece 
missing, but two. The second, and last piece fit 
snugly in to the shape of her very first clue. 

“It’s the combination of the safe Grinsler is after,” 
she gasped, almost out loud. “I remember reading 
an article that people often use as their combina- 
tions, addresses, phone numbers and license plates. 
That’s the meaning of those scratched out numbers* 
on the back of the Main 10-30-50 scrap and the piece 
of paper I found in his wastebasket. Lucy was right, 
he wouldn't dare blast for fear of being heard. He’s 
been going in there nights trying combination after 
combination on that safe. It’s not only the money 
he’s after, but the very valuable jewels which Mr. 
Shoemaker inherited from his father!” 

She turned slowly and saw Mike and Officer Bill 
go into the grill. I probably ought to report this to 
the police, she thought. There can’t bé any doubt 
now that Grinsler is a criminal. She stopped halfway 
across the street. They'll only laugh at me. I’ll find 
the secret entrance first and then get Officer Bill to 
keep an eye on the Shop until he catches Grinsler in 
the act. 

Ginny hurried to the corner and turned down 
Orchard Street. It looked very dark and deserted, 
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and for a moment she hesitated. Suppose Grinsler 
had gone to the early show instead? He would be 
coming out of the Palace in a few minutes and, as 
Lucy had warned, he might catch her there alone. 
She shuddered as another frightening thought struck 
her. If Grinsler did go into the store every night 
from the Shop, he probably picked a time when no- 
body would be apt to see him. That time would be 
nine o’clock, for he had been in.town long enough 
to know the habits of Mike and Officer Bill. 

“Lucy’s right,” she decided quickly. “I'll go to 
the Palace and wait in the entrance for John. At the 
same time I can watch for Grinsler. If he comes in 
or goes out we'll know where he is, and we can go 
to the Shop and search without worrying about 
him.” . 

And then she remembered that her father and 
mother were going to the late show and might very 
well be in the Palace lobby buying tickets with 
Lucy’s parents at this very moment. “Oh, dear,” she 
sighed, “if they catch me I’ll be sent right home and 
that’ll ruin everything.” 

She set her shoulders and marched boldly to the 
Shop. “Anyway,” she reflected, “‘it serves John right. 
There’s no reason why he should share the glory of 
solving this mystery after the way he has teased me 
about Mr. Shultze.” . 

Ginny slipped inside and locked the door behind 
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her, leaving the key in the lock so that nobody else 
could get in without first pushing out her key. It was 
pitch dark, but she didn’t dare turn on the lights in 
the front of the store for fear someone passing by 
might see it and report to John’s or the twins’ par- 
ents that the Shop was open after nine. 

There’s no sense in getting them into trouble, she 
thought, waiting for her eyes to grow more accus- 
tomed to the darkness. I’m in it up to my neck al- 
ready, so.I suppose this is my last-day in business. 
She sighed and felt her way across the room to the 
office. 

Once inside she quickly closed the door and 
turned on the desk lamp. “It’s got to be in here,” 
she told herself, staring around thoughtfully. And 
then, for the third time that week she had the pe- 
culiar feeling that something in the little room was 
not exactly the way she had left it at the close of 
shop. 

“I felt this way before,” she remembered. “First 
on Tuesday afternoon when I found the package of 
dehydrated soup and again the day after Whiz 
sprained his wrist. I was here all alone wondering 
about it and Grinsler came in and got so mad when 
I insisted the spinning wheel wasn’t a fake.” 

She closed her eyes, trying to bring up a mental 
picture of how the office always looked. ‘The desk 
with the motto above it was against one wall and— 
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“The chair!’ She gasped. “The one John re- 
paired. It’s been pushed away to the other corner of 
the room. And I know I left it right in front of the 
desk because I was sitting in it when.I locked the 
drawers.” 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


TRAPPED! 


And then the pieces fell in place. Ginny realized 
that the clue to everything was a trap door. A trap 
door that was probably concealed by the strip of 
linoleum at her very feet! Getting down on her 
hands and knees she saw for the first time that the 
linoleum was tacked in place, not at the corners as 
linoleum usually is tacked, but several inches in 
from the edges. 

Those tacks, she thought, must outline the trap 
door and it probably works by some hidden spring. 
Old Mr. Shoemaker may have known about it but 
never got around to telling his son, because of course 
the basement below belonged to another store then. 
And that dishonest clerk must have told Grinsler 
about it when they were in jail together. Still on her 
hands and knees Ginny felt along the baseboard for 
the hidden spring. The trap door explains those 
bumping noises Lucy and I heard last Friday. The 
first oné was the door closing when Grinsler went 
down, probably testing it. And the creak and bump 
I heard was when he came back up, planning to re- 
turn after the store closed. 
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Ginny shivered, remembering that she had been 
alone in the Shop when she heard the second bump 
and Grinsler must have seen her when the lightning 
flashed across the sky. “I was really scared then,” she 
admitted. “So scared, I just stuck the key in the lock 
and ran without even turning it. If only I’d known 
he was in here I could have locked him in.” 

The light. flickered off and on again. “Oh, for 
goodness sake!’ Ginny moaned. “They're not going 
to wait till Monday to turn off the electricity. I’ll 
have to go to Lucy’s and borrow a flashlight if I 
want to. find the button that opens the trap door. 
If only the electric company had waited until Mon- 
day, we might have paid our bill!” 

She started to straighten up and then was para- 
lyzed with horror as she saw that the strip of lino- 
leum was slowly but surely rising above the: floor. 
Grinsler hadn’t gone to the movies after all. He was 
down in Shoemaker’s basement now. He was coming 
up. She was locked in with a.dangerous criminal! 
There was no escape now and none of her friends 
were around with the help she so desperately needed. 

The lights flickered again, went out and stayed 
out. Ginny crouched against the wall in the darkness 
hardly daring to breathe. Rusty hinges creaked as 
the trap door opened wider. Maybe he didn’t dare 
use a torch. Maybe he’d go away without seeing her. 
Her heart beat wildly as she stared through the dark- 
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ness, impenetrable now that the light had stopped 
flickering. Again the rusty hinges creaked and a 
sliver of yellow light appeared where the edge of the 
trap door made a crack in the linoleum. 

And then she was blinded by a powerful light 
which flashed right into her eyes. Blinking, she saw 
Grinsler’s head and shoulders in the trap door open- 
ing. He was standing on ‘packing boxes piled up 
from the basement below, and he held a large elec- 
tric torch in a hand which shook with rage. Ginny 
had never seen a face that looked as evil as. his at 
that awful moment, 

“So,” he hissed, and there was no lisp in his speech 
now. “You spied once too often, Miss Detective. ‘Too 
smart to believe me when I said I was going to the 
movie. Very smart, aren’t you? Very, very smart! 
You thought you were smart! You were, but net 
smart enough. You’re caught now and there’s no. 
escape!” 

Ginny opened her mouth to scream for help but 
the only sound that came out of her parched throat 
was a long, shuddering sigh. 

“Nobody’s going to stop me now,” Grinsler was 
whispering hoarsely. “‘Old man Shoemaker had. me 
sent up for ten years just because I took a few 
watches and rings. I’m getting back at him tonight. 
Tonight I’m taking everything. Everything, do you 
hear?” 


aie 


haccai \ 
~~ K 


“You Spied Once Too Often, Miss Detective.” 
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He’s crazy mad, Ginny thought wildly. Oh, why 
didn’t I wait for John? Why didn’t I realize Grinsler 
must be down there when I saw the chair had been 
moved? Why did I lock myself in? 

“Nobody's going to stop me now,” Grinsler re- 
peated in a threatening whisper. “Night after night 
I’ve worked on that safé. You and your Swap Shop 
making me wait until almost ten last night!’’ He 
shook his fist at her. ‘Snooping around and spying 
on me when I couldn’t afford to waste any more 
time. I was down to my last cent and would have 
starved and gone in rags if it weren’t for the few bits 
of food and clothing I picked up in the store now 
and then.” He glared at her, his mouth under the 
little mustache twisted with hate. “You found that 
package of soup I dropped, didn’t you? That’s what 
put you wise to the fact that I took your candlesticks 
and smashed your radio. But I couldn’t scare you 
away, could I? The other girls quit, but not you! 
Little Miss Detective had to solve this mystery with- 
out any help from her friends!” . 

Ginny clutched the huge lump that was growing 
in her throat. If only she could scream. Officer Bill 
and Mike must be back from their coffee by now. 
You’ve got to scream, she told herself. Loud enough 
for them to hear you. Even if the door is locked they 
can break through the show window. But she knew 
it was hopeless. Even if she did manage to swallow 
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the lump in her throat nobody would hear her. She 
would have to wait here in terror while Grinsler 
‘went ahead with his fiendish plan. 

Grinsler chuckled evilly. “Well, you won’t bother 
me any more,” he said, grinning. “I’ve got the com- 
bination at last and you and your friends gave it to 
me. I’d forgotten until today that Bob Shoemaker is 
a great admirer of George Washington. The date of 
Washington’s birth was the answer, girl. The right 
combination is 20-22-32 and the safe’s open now. 
You can’t stop me now. I have been planning this 
for a long time!” 

Ginny tried to close her eyes to shut out his ugly, 
leering face, but her lids were propped wide open 
with fright. She tried to turn her head.so as to look 
away from the blinding light, but every muscle in 
her body seemed tight and unresponsive. She was 
able to do nothing but stare fixedly at the glare of 
the flashlight and the mean, leering face behind it. 

“After I tie you up and gag you,” he said softly, 
“I’m taking everything and leaving this stupid little 
town. The fools! Not one of them recognized me as 
the Tolliver Graham who used to be the young 
clerk in Shoemaker’s jewelry store. I aged a lot in 
those ten years,” he muttered. “My hair’s gray now 
so all I did was grow a mustache and talk with a lisp. 
And not even your father who ran my picture in his 
paper recognized me.” He leaned closer to her. “I'll 
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leave you down in the basement storeroom. It'll be 
days, maybe weeks before they find you. By that 
time I’ll be in another country.” 

There was the soft jingle of a small piece of metal 
dropping on the floor in the other.room. The key! 
Grinsler hadn’t heard but Ginny was sure that some- 
body was trying to get into the Shop. Now she had 
to scream, for whoever it was might go away again 
without realizing that she was trapped in the office 
with this criminal who was bent on taking the 
jewels from the safe below. 

The soft, almost soundless click of metal came 
again to Ginny’s ears. Had Grinsler heard it this 
time or had anger dulled his senses while fear had 
sharpened Ginny’s? With a great effort Ginny swal- 
lowed the lump that stuck in her throat. 

Ginny sucked in a deep, painful breath, but be- 
fore she could let it out the little warning bell sud- 
denly tinkled. Grinsler turned his head sharply and 
in that second Ginny sprang forward and pushed 
him with all the strength in her body. The flashlight 
flew out of his hand as he waved his arms, struggling 
to regain his balance. In the darkness Ginny heard 
him crashing down to the basement floor. He 
shrieked once with pain and then the door to the 
office opened, letting in light from the outside room. 

~The little office was not quite so terrifying to Ginny 
now that help had come. 
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John stood in the entrance, the expression on his 
face one of complete amazement. He took one look 
at Ginny, crouching over the gaping hole in the 
floor, then they both stared down at the man who 
was vainly trying to free his body from the crate’ 
which had toppled down on him. 

“T don’t know what this is all about, Ginny,” John 
said quietly, “but you’d better go get Officer Bill. 
I'll stand guard here until you come back. Hurry, 
Ginny!” 

Ginny wasn’t sure her trembling legs would carry 
her to the corner, but they did and she could have 
cried with relief when she saw that both Officer Bill 
and big Mike were there. . 

“Hurry, hurry,” she gasped. “Grinsler’s trapped 
down in Shoemaker’s basement. He was going to 
_tob the safe. Please don’t ask me any questions now. 
Just hurry.” 

The two men exchanged unbelieving glances, but 
with what seemed like maddening slowness to Gin- 
ny, they followed her back to the Shop. From the 
entrance they could hear Grinsler’s voice, and Of- 
ficer Bill moved quickly into the office. 

“T’Il get back at you for this,” Grinsler was scream- 
ing. “Ten years’ planning ruined by a nosey little 
girl.” 

Ginny saw. that he had managed to move the crate 
but one leg was twisted under him. He shook his fist | 
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up at her as Officer Bill.swung himself down to the 
basement floor, and Grinsler shouted, “You ought 
to arrest her, not me. I haven’t done anything 
wrong.” His voice changed to a whine. “She broke 
into my apartment last night, and—” 

Officer Bill stopped him with a quick gesture and 
stared sternly at Ginny. “Is that true, Ginny?’’ he 
demanded sharply. “Did you enter this man’s apart- 
ment?”’. 

‘Ginny flushed hotly. “Yes, I did,’”’ she admitted. 
“But I didn’t break in; he’d left the door open. I 
realize now that I shouldn’t have done it. I only 
meant to search the top floor trash can for-clues, but 
he’d moved it into his room, and so I~” 

“And so you just went ahead and searched any- 
way,” Officer Bill finished for her. He snapped hand- 
cuffs around Grinsler’s wrist, growling, “I’ll let you 
off this time, Ginny, if you promise to tell your 
father the whole story. He wouldn’t allow one of his 
reporters to search a suspected criminal’s hide-out 
without a warrant, so I guess I can trust him to give 
you the bawling-out you deserve.” 

Ginny tugged at John’s arm. “Come on, John,” 
she cried. ‘“We’ve got to tell Dad about this in time 
for the Sunday morning paper. It’s a front-page 
story if I ever heard of one.” 

Mike laughed good-naturedly. “Just wait till your 
dad hears how you got the story.’’ He shook his 
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head, chuckling. “Always snooping, and this time 
you caught a bigger rat in your trap than you bar- 
gained for.” He sobered suddenly and shook a big 
finger at Ginny. “And suppose the rat had caught 
you instead? Did you think about that at all, Ginny 
Gordon?” . 

Ginny bit her lip. “Yes, I did, Mike. Too late,” 
she said meekly. “I almost died of fright when Grin- 
sler. came back last night just as I was leaving the 
building and you weren’t there.” 

Mike stared down at Grinsler who was screaming 
his innocence to the big policeman. ‘“‘Let that be a 
lesson to you,” he said as Ginny hurried John out of 
the Shop. . 

“Hurry, John, we must get Dad right away,” 
Ginny said as she almost ran down the street and 
into the theater. 

‘Please, will you have Mr. Gordon paged?” Ginny 
asked breathlessly as she hurried up to the manager. 

“We cannot disturb our patrons now,” the man- 
ager answered, thinking this might be a childish 
trick or the escapade of some jokester.. 

“Please, sir,” John broke in, “our business is im- 
portant although it is impossible to tell you about 
it. But will you please call Mr. Gordon.” 

It took several minutes to convince the Palace 
manager that he should page Mr. Gordon in the 
audience, so it was almost ten o’clock when Ginny, 
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her parents and John had gathered in the News city 
room. . 

Ginny related the whole story, talking as slowly 
as she could, and nobody interrupted until she came 
to the part about searching Grinsler’s apartment. 
Here Mrs. Gordon gasped with horror and Mr. Gor- 
don shook his head. 

“I’m surprised at you, Ginny,” he said. “You're 
old enough to know that you were breaking the law, 
not to mention risking ill-treatment at the hands of 
a dangerous criminal.” 

Ginny hung her head. “It was awfully dumb of. 
me, Dad,” she admitted. “I’ll never do anything like 
that again.” 

“I should hope not,” her mother cried. “And un- 
der the circumstances I’m not at all sure we should 
allow you to continue on at the Swap Shop.” 

“Oh, Mother,” Ginny pleaded. “I promise to be 
careful from now on. I'll be so good that you won't 
even know it’s your daughter.” 

At that moment the phone on Mr. Gordon’s desk 
rang. It was Mr. Shoemaker, and the two talked to- 
gether for a long time. 

“You did a good job,” Ginny’s father said as he 
hung up. “Although you certainly took unnecessary 
risks which we will discuss later.”” He smiled, and 
Ginny began to feel better. “Bob Shoemaker is so 
grateful he is going to let you have the Shop rent 
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free for as long'as you want it.” He shook his head 
ruefully. “I’ll never understand why none of us saw 
through Grinsler’s meager disguise. Of course he’s 
been keeping pretty much to himself since he came 
back to town, and even Mike only caught glimpses 
of him now and then. But still you’d think some- 
body would have guessed he was Graham.” 

“Ginny suspected there was something funny 
about him from the beginning,” John admitted a 
little shamefacedly. “She kept saying she didn’t like 
his funny mustache and the way he talked—as 
though his face were frozen.” 

“That, I suppose,” Ginny said, “was because he 
had to concentrate on lisping to disguise his normal 
voice. But I wasn’t really very smart. After reading 
that article on safe-cracking I should have guessed 
right away that those numbers. were safe combina- 
tions.” 

Jobn smiled at her. “Ginny’s always reading some- 
thing somewhere. If she hadn’t read something 
somewhere about swap shops none of this would 
have happened.” » | 

Ginny tossed her head. ‘And then Mr. Shoemaker 
would have lost everything in his safe. Next time 
maybe you won’t make fun of me when I get sus- 
picious of people.” 

“Next time!” Mrs. Gordon sighed. “Don’t let 
there be any next time, Ginny. I hate to think what 
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might have happened if Lucy hadn’t called John at 
the Grill and told him to go back to the Shop be- 
cause she was worried about you.” 

“T hate to think of that too,” Ginny admitted. “I 
thought I was caught for sure!” 

Mr. Gordon ripped the typewritten story out of 
his machine and started for the composing-room. 
“You’d all better go home to bed now, and don’t 
wait up for me. I’ve got a lot of work to do here re- 
‘making page one for Ginny’s scoop.” He paused. 
“And even though you are my daughter, Ginny, | 
guess you earned the five dollar bonus I always pay 
the staff for a front-page story.” 

“Oh, wonderful, Dad!” Ginny’s eyes sparkled. 
“That'll give us the deposit for the electric com- 
pany. The mean old things—turning off the lights 
tonight instead of waiting until Monday. It was an 
awful feeling, crouching there in the darkness lis- 
tening to the hinges on that trap door creak. I had 
a good idea who was down there and I was scared 
stiff at the: thought of facing Grinsler.” 

John looked puzzled. “The electricity wasn’t 
turned off, Ginny. I turned on the lights in the front 
of the shop when I came in. The bulb in the office 
must have burned out or was shaken loose from the 
socket by the slamming of the trap door. And do you 
know,” he added slowly, “when I didn’t see any 
lights in the Shop, I almost went home without in- 
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vestigating.” 

“Well, thank goodness you didn’t,” Ginny cried. 
“If that little bell hadn’t tinkled when it did, I 
might be. lying in Shoemaker’s storeroom right 
now.” She shuddered and laid her hand lightly on 
John’s arm. “I guess you’re the real hero after all,” 
she said softly. 

“Not at all,” John said. “You had the situation 
well in hand by the time I got there.” He grinned 
at her admiringly. “Nobody’ll ever kid you about 
the Shultze episode again. Y6u’ve proved yourself a 
real detective this time, Ginny!” 

Mrs. Gordon stopped off at the corner of Main 
and Maple to speak to a neighbor and John and 
Ginny walked slowly up the avenue. “You'll prob- 
ably have to use your famous powers of deduction 
very soon, Ginny,” he said after a while. 

“Why?” she asked. “Has anything happened down 
at the Shop? Is there another mystery that has to be 
cleared up? John, has something really happened?” 

“It certainly has.’”” He whistled ominously. “Mrs. 
Arnold was going in to the late show as I was com- 
ing out of the Palace. She was all excited because she 
says the reason she sent Carson to get the sewing 
box back was because she is sure she left a very. val- 
uable pin in it.” 

“That’s impossible,” Ginny sniffed. “We. all ex- 
amined that box carefully a dozen times. It was 
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absolutely empty.” 

“I’m not so sure of that,” John said. “She used it 
as a jewel case before she turned it in to us. The pin 
‘might have slipped down under the old lining. But 
it’s not there now.” 

Ginny thought for a moment as they strolled 
along under the maple trees. “I showed that box to 
Grinsler,” she remembered. “And he might have 
examined it more'carefully one night and found the 
pin. But in that case we have nothing to worry 
about. The police will find it when they search his 
rooms and get back Aunt Betsy’s candlestick.” 

“Maybe so, maybe no,” John said doubtfully. “I 
don’t think Grinsler would waste‘his time on one 
piece of jewelry when he was counting on getting a 
whole safe full of the stuff. Did you show the box to 
anybody else who might have taken the pin? Who 
else came into the Shop and inquired about that 
sewing box of Mrs. Arnold’s?” 

Ginny giggled. “Mrs. Renshaw fooled around 
with it for almost an hour once trying to make up 
her mind whether or not she could part with five’ 
dollars. She’s the only other person I tried to sell 
the box to.” 

“Think hard,” John said. “Who was with Mrs. 
Renshaw that day? Of course Mrs. Arnold may have 
put the pin somewhere else but for the reputation 
of the Shop we ought to be absolutely certain it 
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wasn’t stolen while we had the sewing box. We'll 
have to check on everyone who went near the box 
or handled it at any time.” 

“Mrs. Renshaw had a house guest with her,” 
Ginny said slowly. “I didn’t pay much attention to 
her, but she did say she represents a day nursery in 
New York and is in town canvassing for donations. 
You know how Mrs. Renshaw is. She’s always pick- 
ing up odd people and getting worked up over some 
charity or other!” 

“Another stranger in town,” John said, half 
laughing, -half serious. “What did Mrs. Renshaw’s 
house guest look like?” 

Ginny frowned, trying to remember. “Why, she 
was tall and slender, rather pretty in a blond, 
made-up way, and very well dressed. She was wear- 
ing quite.a lot of jewelry, rings and bracelets, I 
think, but all in good taste. You know, a typical rich 
society woman who has nothing to do but worry. 
about tenement children. I honestly don’t think she 
would have to steal anything, John.”. 

“It doesn’t sound like it,” John agreed. “Well, 
let’s hope the pin turns up somewhere else in Mrs. 
Arnold’s house.” 

“Let’s not hope anything of the kind.” Ginny 
stopped halfway up her front steps. “Now that Grin- 
sler’s practically behind ier I can’t wait to get 
going on another mystery.” 
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John laughed up at her. “Well, this time don’t 
leave me out of it until it’s almost too late.” 

“I won't,” Ginny promised. But deep down in 
her heart she knew that if there was a mystery be- 
hind the missing pin she would not ask anybody's 
help in solving it until she really had to! 
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